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of time bounds our sympathies, then must they all 
be swept away together, The Greek and Roman 
Epics; the magnificent Dramas and Lyrics, which 
roused the ancient world with trumpet-tones; all 
are consigned to oblivion;—Aschylus, Euripides, 
Sophocles, and Pindar, are become empty names ; 
their works—dreams, which have evaporated in the 
night of time, into vague shadows, and have ceased 
to stir the spirit and the blood of the living world, 
But is it thus? We know it is nov: but we 
may, perhaps, be told, that this doctrine does not 
apply to the works of the ancients, written on the 
active events, or built upon the living spirit of their 
own age; but to those of modern.writers, who go 
now back into far centuries for their themes. The 
names of Milton and Shakspeare—of almost every 
truly great modern writer, falsify the assertion, If 
we admit this creed, we must give up the Dion 
and Laodamia of Wordsworth,—poems which the 
highest judges have ever pronounced amongst the 
noblest of his productions; we must give up Tha- 
Taba and the Curse of Kehama, for they are laid in 
countries with which we have few local sympathies 
little, except the groundwork of human nature to 
excite us; and which, in fact, travel on into the worlds 
of pure imagination, and occupy themselves with airy 
creatures, far beyond the rang¢ of humanity, The 
same charge applies ns well to Lalla Rookh, and 
the Epicurean, and to the splendid tales of Salathiol 
and Valerius. All these works must, on this theory, 
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distant nations, ‘They violate every probability a 
thousand ways. They abound with creatures that 
partake of no one human property; yet, spite of 
this, they are, and will be, till the world grow old, 
possessed of a mighty and absorbing interest. 

In what, then, does this interest consist?—in 
what the true and lasting interest of every good 
work? Not so much of it is dependent on the 
times, and people, and manners, that are about us, 
as on their foundations being Inid in human 
nature, and their superstructure raised in a true 
knowledge of that love of the marvellous, the beau- 
tifal, the new, the magnificent, and the tender, 
which for ever haunts the human soul; and as far 
as the range of human nature extends, — ay, 
farther, infinitively farther, into the illimitable and 
inexhaustible worlds of creative imagination—will a 
living and breathless interest follow the flight of 

ius. 

Tt is easy, then, to demonstrate that almost all 
the really good works of nncient and modern times 
have succeeded, independent of the scene or time 
of their action; and on the other hand, we would 
ask, what bad work have such causes long buoyed 
up?—without them, what good work has failed? 
We ask in vain, A good work will succeed, in 
spite of time and place—a bad one will not succeed, 
with them, beyond that short and contemptible 
moment which the hankerers after personalities 
devote to the hurried act of devouring them. 
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into the fate and fashion of the primitive nations 
might be followed out, here and there, by the 
imagination, without at all interfering with the 
current of divine history, into prose stories of no 
trivial power and pathos. Ihave made the attempt; 
and if it be a failure, 1 seek no shelter from the 
plea of the antiquity of my theme; for, in truth, 
neliher time nor space can afford such apology ; the 
cause of success or failure, must be sought in the 
work itself. It is not the date, nor the scone of a 
fiction which must stamp its value, but the manner in 
which it is executed. It need not be asked where, 
or when the plot of a work is Inid, but whether 
it is alive with the fervid energy of creative genius, 
‘There is one recent work, which has been par- 
ticularly pointed out to me, as an instance of the 
danger of laying a story too far from our own 
times,—“ The ‘Temple of Melekartha.” If this 
remarkable production has diswppointed its anony- 
mous, but highly gifted author, let any one look 
into it and he will see far other causes than the 
epoch it colebrates, to militate against its popu- 
Jarity. It has split upon a rock where many a fine 
spirit has been wrecked ;—it has suffered in a vain 
attempt to combine into a harmonious whole, what 
never can be so combined to any extent—popular 
narrative and philosophical disquisition. A. little 
narrative, it is true, may be mingled in a large 
quantity of grave argument with advantage, or a 
little grave argument in much narrative; but if 
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Another instance, that it is genius that con- 
secrates a subject, has just occurred to me. ‘The 
“Telemachus” of Fenelon, and the ‘“Sethos” 
of the Abbé Terrasson, are parallel works. Both 
were written in the same age; both imbraced 
antique subjects; both were written with a similar 
purpose ;—to develope in a fiction, a philosophical 
design. Fenelon has mingled so much didactic 
matter with his story, that he has rendered his 
work in places very heavy, yet he has imbued it 
with so much genius, that it is still read by the 
young with delight; Terrasson has deluged his 
narrative in the driest antiquarian details, and 
wanting, moreover, the genius of his prototype, his 
work: never became popular, and exists now only 
an obscure treasure cell, whence modern adven- 
turers may fetch much convertible matter, as Moore 
has freely done, in the marvellous ordeals of the 
Neophyte, in his “ Epicurean.” 

Tt only remains for me to say, that these legends 
have been written three years, and that their pub- 
lication has been delayed by causes beyond my 
control. One of the smallest has been published 
in the “ Litorary Souvenir" for 1830. 


Nettinghaw, Jon. 1835. 
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around my head, now hangs in long and snowy 
locks upon my shoulders, my eye is sharp and 
percipient as ever. I can look round my cave, 
and cast a clear and rapturous glance upon the 
hoarded treasures of a long, long life,—not the 
sordid earth which feeble men call wealth, but the 
wisdom of the wise of many regions; the science, 
the records, and the experience of many famous 
states,—one day to enrich and emblazon my own; 
—and when I look abroad, God! what a transport 
is mine! Below me shine the roofs and fanes of 
my native Tarshish. I hear the hum of its busy 
streets and quays; I hear the songs and cheery 
voices of its bold and reckless mariners; I see its 
ships issuing forth and coming in from the great 
Lavant sea. [ see its shores, green with luxuriant 
laurels and myrtles, as when I was a boy: and 
when I think that two generations have passed 
away, and a third is fast hurrying on,—that they 
who staid at home only to amass wealth, or went 
abroad only to discover it, are dead; and I, who, 
careless of life, yet greedy of knowledge, have 
dared all the perils of all the lands of the peopled 
earth, am here, as hale, as dauntless, as joyous as 
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issued in troops from the clefts of the rocks, to 
sport or bask in the sunshine; climbing to the nest 
of the faleon, or vulture; or sending our arrows 
after the kid of the hills; the spirit of my life was 
50 sweet to me, that I desired to possess it for ever, 
I shuddered at the thought of death, and I asked 
my fellows if this life in the heart, which was so 
strong and so pleasant, might not live on, though 
the heart itself died?—but they only laughed at 
my question, and said—“ What mattered it? We 
were alive then,—and when we were dead, whut 
mattered it?" I asked the old and the wise in the 
city, but they said they knew not; and went away 
to ask of the changes of the winds,—of the arrival 
of vessels,—of the success, or disasters of voyages ; 
and as they walked along the strects, they said to 
‘one another, with solemn nods, and significant 
looks,—* Ah, ah! merchant Mardius has bad good 
fortune; or merchant Dictanus has sped no worse 
than I predicted: the vessels are lost; the caravan 
has been assaulted and plundered; or this new 
~ country, which these speculators have sought, and 
of which we have heard such golden stories, turns 
out to be nothing.” But of my question, and of 
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and stupified, and dehased, and disfigured into 
something worse than the apes of the forest, by 
the everlasting and unrelenting sayagencss of 
others. How they ling unto their bitter regions, 
like desert plants, because they sprung there ; 
how others, restless in their own abundant places, 
pluck from the earth the iron which God concealed 
in it, that they might find it, and cultivate with it 
their rich soil; but they go forth, and with it emite 
to the dust the possessors of other lands, who are 
better than they; and how the destroyers of men, 
and the propagators of idolatrous fables, subdue 
and dominate over foolish nations, far and wide. 
‘These things have I seen; and have tredden many 
a thousand leagues, with a heart full of indignation 
and pity. But I have also seen better things. I 
have found the God of the World! I have found 
is people—the guardians of his oracles! ‘These 
oracles are mine! There! there! are the blessed 
and holy scrolls for ever in my sight. Keenly as 
the Gryphons, who in the Scythian wilds are said 
to guard the gold from the thievish Ari:aspians, 
do I watch them :—but my soul is at rest; I know 
that I shall live for ever! 





8 THE PILGRIMAGE 


rising and melting from the intervening. valleys; 
and the sky above them, all crimsoned with clouds, 
or filled with a pearly radiance. I see the herds 
man drive forth his cattle to their pastures, and hear 
his ascending songs. I see the fair damsels speed 
to the mountain brook, and go carolling back, bear~ 
ing the pitcher on their hand. I see the hunter 
mounting from steep to steep, vigorous as the roe 
which he hopes soon to discover in the upland 
thicket; and, from the fur sea, a white sail, flashing 
at intervals, bears my spirit to distant lands. These 
do I witness, with the flight and crics of many bril- 
liant birds, and the voice of many a creature re~ 
joicing in the wild; and I am silent and glad. 
During the sultry silence of the day, I repose in 
the shade of my eave, and unfold and trace many 
@ precious scroll gathered in my wanderings; or 
pen down what I have seen and heard. As the 
coolness of evening appronches, I hear the mea- 
sured tread of grave elders advancing to my cave, 
who love to listen to the laws and religions, the 
wealth and wars of other ands, and do not disdain 
to seek for my experienced guidance in the difficult 
moments of their own government. I hear the 
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with my cave,—with my cylindrical cases, stuffed 
with endless scrolls; and say, as thou hast often 
said, “Dear Pantika, when thou art gone, who 
will read all these musty books? They are very 
wise, 1 doubt not; but wisdom is little set by at 
‘Tarshish, so just write down a little thin roll, for 
ty especial use; and let it be of those pleasant 
stories which thou hast told us young and giddy 
people, who love nothing wiser half so well. 
Write them down, good Pantika, and they shall 
last for ever !" Come Cydna, thou laughter-loving 
and irreverent maiden, and behold, this day—this 
memorable day of my hundred and twenticth year, 
thy wish about to be fulfilled. This day wilt thou 
find me already engaged in writing thy choice 
volume. Forty-five large tomes have L already 
indited of my travels; seven, of the precious maxims 
of the wise of all nations; twenty, of the laws; 
seventeen, of compressed and select histories; 
nine, of the origin and varieties of religions; and 
five on the philosophy of all these learned works, 
wherein I bave recorded my own deductions and 
opinioris, foanded on a century of perambulatory 
observations, anxiows scrutiny and reflection,—a 
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precious legacy to some future genius of my 
country. 

In these might be found copious details of my 
travels; the strange deeds and curious manners 
of the people whom I have visited; my own perils 
and wonderous escapes. For I have crossed 
dreadful mountains, and more dreadful deserts ; 
and have often been in imminent jeopardy from 
savage beasts, and more savage men; the blood- 
thirstiness of superstition; the suspicious cunning 
of fearful policy; the insolent outrage of proud 
and domineering warriors and chieftains. I have 
gasped in the desert sands, in the last stage of 
horrible exhaustion ; frozen in the dark and dreary 
north; and shivered in midnight thickets and caves; 
but of these I now relate little, for I have already 
left them on record, and they who seck may find. 
‘As in my painful pilgrimages, I have passed over 
vast and various wildernesses in order to reach 
some small paradise, or the scene of some mar- 
vellous event, so shall I now pass over the ordinary 
wilderness of my life, and pause upon some few 
and choice histories, which I have gleaned up for 
thee Cydna, and hearts like thine. Whoever 
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would know more than I here give of the countries 
I mention, I again say, once for all, let him con- 
sult my forty-five volumes of travels, the seven 
of maxims, the twenty of laws, the seventeen of 
history, the nine on religions, or the five of general 
philosophical disquisitions and comments, as his 
particular inquiries may happen to direct him. 

As I traversed immense and famous regions, 
and encountered some very remarkable passages in 
my first pilgrimage, I am disposed here to speak 
of them, because, as I am especially inditing these 
pages for the young, it may not be uninteresting 
to them to know something of my youth, which 
many affect to doubt of ever having been; and 
which, indeed, is a thing of other times ;—because 
it is very pleasant to me to live again in those 
days,—and because, moreover, it made me ac- 
quainted with a people, and a knowledge, which 
will be transcendently conspicuous in these pages. 
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our wares, and bringing thence spices, gold, rare 
gems, vessels and fabrics of singular fashions and 
wondrous dyes: Ethiopians, Egyptians, natives of 
the western isles of Javan; and the traders, and 
swarthy wandering warriors and magians from the 
eastern plains of Cush, and Elam, and Havilah. 
‘These I sought after diligently ; and with continual 
labour and insatiable avidity made myself familiar 
with their various tongues, and inquired after their 
different lands, customs, faiths, and traditions. A 
new world was opened to me. Each described his 
own country in such terms that, beautiful as Tar- 
shish seemed to me, I began to imagine that it 
must be the meanest corner of the earth; and my 
spirit was on fire to visit realms so much more glo- 
rious. Much did I hear too of their histories and 
their gods; much that dazzled my imagination and 
stirred my desires, but at the same time confounded 
and perplexed me with inexplicable contradictions. 

Yet amid all, I discovered traces of great events 
which had happened alike to all people; my eye 
was continually pointed backward to an ancient 
time, when all men dwelt together, and had one 
tongue, one abiding, and one God. I perpetually 
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of a multitude of gods; but all uniting in some 
great, leading principles, that converged, in the 
shadowy distance of antiquity, as to a common 
centre; and that centre was the great Nous, or 
primeval, eternal, and infinite Mind, whence all, 
both gods and men, proceeded. 

‘Tt was here that my soul flew, and clung as unto 
its most precious hope. It was this dimly known, yet 
universally accredited principle, which seemed alone 
to respond to that cry and agonising desire of my 
innermost being, after the source of its existence ;— 
it was this alone which seemed to form a centre of 
sure dependence, for the continuance and inviolable 
safety of that life in the heart which vehemently 
craved still to be, and fought with tears and agonies 
against the apprehensions of annihilation. It was 
this which seemed to breathe, and develope itself 
in the harmonious unity of nature; in the one 
fir and crystal sky overarching all lands; in the 
eternal order of the seasons; in the rejoicing spirit 
which animated the vagrant winds,—the gladsome 
rolling or leaping waters,—in the sustenance and 
Joy of all living creatures; and which the one~ 
ness of human nature, under all the modifications 
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great school of science, could confer upon my 
years: and Podonius was elated with satisfaction in 
me, and with golden hopes for me in the future. 
He had seen the assiduity with which I had sought 
the society of the most distinguished and intelligent 
foreigners frequenting our city; the knowledge I 
had gathered of their togues, countries, and insti- 
tutions; and he regarded it with the highest satis 
faction, as a foundation on which I should here- 
after build a superstructure of vast wealth and 
mercantile distinction. He had seen the ardour 
with which I had likewise followéd the chase with 
my comrades in the neighbouring mountains; and, 
so far from checking, had encouraged me in hardy 
and adventurous habits. They would, he said, fit’ 
me the better to sustain the character of a merchant 
of Tarshish, who should not merely be qualified to 
sit at home in his counting-house, and preserve the 
balance. of his books; but should know how to 
estimate and sympathise with his crews and cap- 
tains, in the toils and dangers of their various and 
arduous voyages: nay, should be able, on any 
emergency, to go forth himself, and lead the way to 
the execution of some necessary, but nice and diff- 
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Sach were the feelings which then rushed over 
me; from the ceremonious air and proceeding of the 
good old man; and they have left impressed upon 


me, with the vividness of life, the minutest features 


and circumstances of the time and place. It was a 
fine summer evening. The ample windows look- 
ing into the venerable man's garden, were thrown 
wide; the rich azure and gold-bordered curtains 
flung back, Above, the sky shone in clear and 
tranquil splendour; below, the sunshine as tran- 
quilly lay upon wall, and leaf, and flower; and lit 
up, with a variety of rainbow hues, the falling 
waters of the fountain that played in the lawn 
before us. By its side the two aged storks, which 
during my memory were tenants of that garden, 
roared, in slumbrous stillness, their perpendicular 
forms. The turtle-doves, which made their abode 
in the wide-spreading cedar in the centre of the 
garden, had come out, and Iay basking on the 
broad, flat masses of dark foliage towards the west; 
and not a sound invaded the repose of the retired 
and enclosed garden, but the hum of the city, that 
poured murtsuringly over its walls. 

When the old man had gazed upon me for a 
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the roe, which in its fulness hides its head in the 
thicket, and is glad. But life flies fast, Pantika ; 
thou hast enjoyed thy youth to the full: it is now 
fit that thou shouldest take up a little of that load 
of care which every good citizen must sustain. 
Thy father was an adventurous merchant: men 
saw and acknowledged his sure sagacity ; and had 
not death cut him off too soon, he would have 
shone one of the noblest senators of Tarshish. 
That merchant,—that citizen,—that senator, be 
thou! To-morrow thou shalt begin a new era of 
life:—to-morrow thou shalt be a merchant of 
Tarshish !” 

‘The old man’s words had tendered my spirit; 
but surprised at the nature of the disclosure, when I 
expected something mysterious and melancholy, I 
did not sufficiently consider his feelings, and ab- 
ruptly' replied that I declined all idea of commerce. 

As I spoke, the aged Podonius sprung like a 
youth, from the divan to his feet; fixed his eyes in 
flashing astonishment upon me, and exclaimed,— 
“ Pantika! Pantika! art thou mad? Wilt thou 
break my heart? Dost thon design to imitate the 
foolish youths of this generation, that, instead of 
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were mine; but that I had set my heart upon travel, 
and trusted to gather knowledge, and return to 
benefit my country, more than by the wealth of a 
life of prosperous commerce. In an instant, though 
I saw that his soul was wounded to the quick, by 
the disappointment of his views, and by his fears 
for my safety in foreign travel, the good Podonius 
was laying plans, and writing letters on my behalf, 
to his numerous correspondents in the most distant 
corners of the world. When he found that my 
views tended towards the cast, he immediately se- 
cured me friends in a caravan, about to commence 
its march; and would have sent servants, camels, 
and stuff, sufficient to supply a caravan themselves; 
had I not, again to his amaze, declared that I 
should take no creature but myself. I dared not, 
however, unfold to him my real views. I received 
on my head his blessings and his tears. I clasped 
the old man in an affectionate embrace, and de- 
parted from the city with the caravan. It was 
not long, however, before I turned aside from its 
course, and, with my bow in my hand, I bounded * 
like a hunter to the hills, 
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I cast one eager glance over all thoso beloyed 
seenes, and darted away, seeking to drown reflec~ 
tion and emotion in the rapidity of fight. I 
directed my course to that wild and jagged gap in 
the mountains, through which flows the rapid 
stream of the Aratus. Above my head, frowned 
its dark and shattered rocks; at my feet rushed 
the resounding and impetuous torrent: here scarcely 
leaving me room to thread my way between the 
cliffs and itself; here fairly obliging me to brave 
its strong, clear waters, that threatened to bear me 
back to my: native fields. Having issued from these 
defiles, I turned eastward, and traversed, with an 
exulting heart, the land of Aramea. Oh, that 1 
could depict the joyousness of my soul as I went 
along! But who can tell the sublime passion of 
the eagle, as be soars from mountain to mountain, 
through the liquid ocean of heaven? Who can 
display the fiery heart of the wild white steed, as 
ho scours with his fellows, the boundless Cuthean 
plains? I seemed to have cast behind me erery 
earthly care and fear; and to have found, in the 
perfect communion with nature, the true secret of 
life, And verily, I was moving amid scenes where 
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able other fruits, solicited the hands; their bees 
murmured over the fields, and brought home plen- 
tiful sweets, and their indefatigable nature laid bokt 
on this abundance, and prepared from it wealth 
and happiness: With their wines, their preserved 
fruits, their steeds, which ranged the rich pastures 
in thousands, —the careful Arameans daily set 
forth to distant lands, and brought back the sources 
of refined enjoyment and independence. 

One eve L approached a fair, broad lake, in the 
centre of mountainous woods, The sky was cloud- 
less,—the air was trangparent as crystal; but still, 
as if nature slept. Not a breeze moved; not a 
leaf quivered on the trees; not a flower that 
stooped over the water, and was tairrored therein, 
bowed its beauteous head, All-was still, balmy, 
and lovely, The broad face of the water was 
smooth and bright as the heavens above it, Not s 
fish, leaping from its depths, disturbed it with a 
momentary circle;—a blossom, falling from some 
overhanging tree, scarcely dimpled it, Save that 
the birds in the woody heights around, sung and 
‘called to each other with the shrill earnestness of 
lifey—I should have deemed myself in some 
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and wandered, again and again, in half-doubting, 
half-triumphant wonder over all the fairy scene. I 
flung myself on the margin of the lake, and my 
tears dropped into the flood. My soul wandered 
away into a thousand glorious traditions,—into a 
reverie of winged thoughts. Night fell over me. 
T slept; and my dreams brought before me our 
first radiant parents, and all the moving incidents 
of the opening world, When I woke in the morn- 
ing, a change had passed over the scene, The 
dreamy charm of evening was gone. A breeze 
was staking the boughs of the odoriferonus forests, 
and waking their solemn voices to music. It 
curled the water into living waves, over which a 
thousand light-winged birds sported to and fro; a 
thousand glad cries of living things were heard 
around; and myriads of the fairest fowers trembled 
and bowed in the breeze, rejoicing in the general 
joy. I gazed with still deepening wonder, at the 
tich beanty of everything around me. ‘The woods, 
here and there, threw their dark splendid masses 
of folinge over the water: gorgeous flowers, like 
cups of silver and gold, glowed amid their affluent 
boughs; and creeping plants, all interwoven with 
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But why do I delay here? For days, for weeks, 
for months, I wandered on; borne by a spirit of 
delight, such as must possess the inhabitants of hea- 
ven. I beheld Ararat, the mountain of the ark. I 
gazed on its stupendous bulk; on its two summits, 
glittering with eternal ice, and clad in colours of the 
rose. I paced its wide and peopled plain; I lin- 
gered on the bosky shores of the great sea of 
Kasp; I traversed the sultry land of Havilah; I 
crossed the burning deserts, where nothing lives 
but the scorpion and the fierce ostrich, that in 
winged troops scour the torrid wilds; and, like 
spirits of evil, vent their rage in hissing and 
laughter, and fill the night with their groans and 
horrible complainings, I ascended into the moun- 
tains of Sephar. 
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variety of landscape presented itself! Mountains 
of every character—the cold, the scathed, and 
Tuinous—the forest-crowned, the green, and gently- 
swelling; dark precipices; wild, winding valleys— 
othors, again, gentle and fair, and expanding their 
ample bosoms to the sun,—lakes, and woods, ind 
undulating fields, and dwellings scattered through 
them in a diversity of groupings, Here some 
gloomy pine forest stood on a broad, airy height, 
between the lofty regions of lifeless winter, and the 
lower scenes of summer; where the hunter lay in 
ambush for the bear, and beard the wind sounding 
in the dark tops with a solemn sea-like roar. Here 
again were, lower down, wide mountainous fields, 
green as an emerald, scattered with light-waving 
flowers, fanned with cool fresh breezes, and beanti- 
fied with scattered olives, tamarisks, and spreading 
forest trees. Aguin, lower down, were warm, haxu- 
tious valleys, huts of cane and palm leaves, and a 
beautiful people, living atease amid beautiful scenes, 

‘They were a branch of the great Cuthean race; 
possessing ‘all their pride and untameable spirit; 
disdaining to labour the earth for their support; and 
nature seemed here to have indulged their disposi- 
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pressive eyes; a firm, yet graceful form, were set 
off by a tasteful simplicity of costume that could 
only accord with a happy climate. A silken veil, 
folded artfully round the head, leaving the locks full 
freedom to play upon the shoulders, and thrown 
back over them, constituted their head-dress, A 
pair of large pendant ear-rings glittering with gold 
and their own jewelled light; bracelets of beaded 
pearls, and long chains of the sanie, hung from the 
neck over the silken bodice of purple, azure, or 
bright yellow, wrought richly with silver flowers 
and stars; a full skirt that deseended litle lower 
than the knee, and anklets of twisted gold resting 
upon fect that touched the warm ground in naked 
beauty, completed their array. 

As these fair creatures pursued their pleasant 
labours, sitting beneath the trees in front of their 
dwellings, the warriors would throw themselves on 
the green turf around, and join them in songs which 
had descended from the most ancient times. 

‘They have no mode, or idea of recording their 
poctry, or history; but, from age to age, a flood 
of stirring traditions, and poems bearing along 
with them the quaintness, fire, ond simplicity af 
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the paradise of beasts. Thou hast crowned them 
with a terrible beauty: thou hast made their life 
within them like a Aaming fire, that, at a sound, a 
motion, kindles up into magnificent mye, and men 
tremble at their dreadfulness. To them are given 
the solitary places of the carth, and many a splendid, 
yet innocent creature, partakes their abode, 1 
beheld troops of peacocks ranging over the sultry 
plains, spreading and shaking to the sun all the 
pageantry of their gorgeous, starry trains. Troop 
by troop, they swept by, like a sea of green and 
purple, and rainbow dyes; while amongst the forest 
boughs, glanced glorious birds, scarlet, green, and 
azure, of strange, quick aspects, and wondrous 
cries. 

Bat my object was not to linger amid pleasant 
abodes. I hastened on, I ascended the mighty 
northern mountains; those dismal abodes of eternal 
cold, and for a time bade adieu to all life bat my 
own. 1 advanced through regions of horrible 
solitude, where clouds and tempests were cast far 
below; whero the silence itself waa dreadful ; 
where every object—the dark, gigantic crag, the 
glittering plains, the rent and pitch-dark chasms, 
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No longer a glowing climate; mountains, fertile 
hills, and flowery fields: but boundless plains, 
white with saline incrustations; brackish lakes, 
and streams margined with glittering salt. Behind 
me shone the great, snow-capped mountains; 
before me, an endless level,—here bare, here scat- 
tered with a few saline plants, and here green with 
patches of wild liquorice. A cool, fresh air braced 
the frame, and filled the spirit with an elastic 
buoyancy that bore me fleetly on. Anon, I beheld 
a wide river winding through the desert, red as 
gold in the mists of morning; and as these mists 
dispersed, I beheld the whole flat vale, clothed in 
verdure of vividest green, and filled with troops of 
wild, white horses, They descried me, and at 
once, the whole were in motion—in flight! A 
shrill neigh rung around—a sound, as of thunder, 
arose from the earth, beaten with a thousand hoofs, 
and away dashed the strong, wild creatures, like a 
sea of impetuous billows,—their flying manes and 
tails, like snowy foam on its surface. Away! 
away ! drove the powerful and triumphant animals 
—now wheeling and snorting in angry pride— 
now pausing with uplifted heads, vapour-breathing 
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with saft lies, and his provinces with hard steel and 
stripes. He was satiated with the immediate 
accomplishment of his wishes, yet he was not at 
rest; he heard of nations that were free, and he 
was indignant at the news; be heard of the wealthy 
mountains of the Cutheans, and he instantly re- 
solved to possess them, Accordingly, his armies 
‘were put in motion; men, steeds, and elephants in 
thousands marched towards the northern hills. One 
would have thought that the passaye of those dread~ 
ful mountains would have cooled his ardour ; that 
his men und animals sinking by hundreds daily, 
cut down by excessive toils, by the rigorous cold 
to which their tender, sun-cherished bodies were 
totally strangers, by a variety of hardships and dife 
ficulties, would have softened his soul to pity, and 
have induced him to march back to ease and plenty; 
‘but ambition has no bowels of compassion. We 
talk of the universal gifts of nature, but it is certain 
that all her gifts are not universal; some men are 
born without consciences, and some without bowels 
‘of compassion: to martial monarchs, men are but 
80 many targets, in which to fix their arrows when 
they please. For mountains, and ice, and snow, 
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trusted to find a plentiful prey in the rich herds of 
the Cutheans, the army stores had been small, and 
now threatened famine. 

‘The monarch was highly wroth on many accounts. 
He was wroth that nothing was brought to eat, 
when he commanded, except horse-flesh and the 
roots of wild liquorice ; no, not even after he had 
kicked the slaves out of his tent, and ordered the 
head of the purveyor of his household to be struck 
off. He was angry at the scouts and foragers, 
because, instead of bringing: tidings of flocks and 
herds, they still brought only tidings of great plains; 
and he was angry because there were men in the 
world who presumed to be free; and because na~ 
ture mocked at his magnificent impotence. Back, 
therefore, rolled the Indian multitudes ;—men, 
steeds, and elephants, towards the Caucasian hille 
But now the scene changed! Behind them, on the 
distant horizon, suddenly appeared a black cloud, 
which poured down, not rain, but men. Like a 
hail, they came whirling along, battering, eutting 
down, and laying waste all before them. They 
harused the rear of the Indian army terribly: and 
when it turned to oppose them, yulled it not less 
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North of the camp, shone the Cuthean chivalry, 
—a host of fine, active men, cled in close woollen 
vests; on their heads, brazen helmets; and mounted 
on impetuous white horves, that, as they pawed 
the ground in impatience, flashed to the san their 
trappings and the breast-plates of brass, with which 
they were armed. Brass, cither from partiality or 
necessity, appeared the common metal of the Cu- 
thoans,—of it were the heads of their arrows and 
javelins made. 

The Indian army deemed it necessary to dis- 
perse these equestrian troops before it attacked 
the mountaineers, that they might not disturb its 
rear during the engagement. ‘Therefore, at the 
sound of trumpet, kettledram, and cymbal, forth 
spurred some thousands of Indian horse toward 
the Cutheans. These stood silent, as awaiting the 
onset, ull the Indians came within javelin-throw; 
when suddenly they wheeled, as panic-strack, and 
fled northward before the enemy. The Indians 
raised a yell ‘of triumph, and pursued with light- 
ning speed. It was n glorious sight to see, that 
chase of innumerable numbers !—the white steeds 
that flew like the wind; the glittering brazen 
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sessed the king, and fresh horsemen galloped 
forth to support the first, and these were followed 
by the chariots,—these by the infantry, But 
scarcely had they set forth, when a troop of Cu- 
thean horse was scen careering towards them, from 
the eastern and western extremities of the battle, 
‘They came, shaking the ground with the thunder 
of their horses’ hoofs. Immediately they were at 
hand; but, instead of closing with the advancing 
Indians, they scoured past, like a hurrying tems 
pest; shot in their faces a shower of arrows, and 
were gone. The Indians, warned by what had 
before befallen their fellows, attempted not to 
pursue; bat, gazing for a moment of confusion 
and wonder on the multitude of their slain, ad- 
vanced towards the distant battle, But again 
came the carecring Cutheans, and, by a second 
passing volley, committed equal havoc. The 
Indian horse, confounded and thrown into disorder, 
yet attempted to hold on; but now they saw, at 
once, a wonderful change in the scene of contest, 
‘That which the moment before, was like the dark 
and terrible cloud of a tempest,—now, like a tem- 
pest cloud, dispersed and was gone. ‘The shouts, 
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set out: again they toiled slowly, heavily,—con- 
sumed with thirst, for the waters were saline,— 
faint with famine, through immeasurable plains 
Again they were on the point of returning, for no 
foe, no habitation appeared :—when, behold! the 
gleam of brazen accoutrements! the white horses 
coming, like the billows of a stormy ocean, rushing, 
raging onwards. They were speedily at hand, 
dashing, with wild cries, along the Indian lines, 
pouring in millions of arrows. The whole Indian 
army was in confusion. Against such a foe, the 
chariots were useless; the infantry equally so; 
they wheeled here and there, now appearing to be 
gone,—now again returning, and charging with 
terrible destruction, Arrows mowed down the 
® charioteers,—if horsemen advanced, the foe against 
whom they directed their charge, dispersed—fied— 
and again gathering, came from somo other quarter 
—some sending arrows as they passed,—some with 
Jong, flying nooses, dragging the riders from their 
steeds, and dashing them to pieces with the hoofs 
‘of those furious white horses. 
What could combat with such a foe avail? ‘The 
king, enraged to madness, made many charges un 
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their steeds to graze where they pleased ; embraced 
their wives, and proceeded to join them in strip- 
ping and burying the dead. In a day, what had 
been the seat of war, was a populous country. 
Fearing no retarn of the Indians, thoy again struck 
their tents, and quitting the plains polluted by 
slaughter, and trodden by the combatants, advanced 
to more fertile ficlds. 

The Indiap monarch proceeded through the 
mountains, sullen and wrathful: and now be came 
upon @ part where he determined to let loose his 
struggling passions; and satiate his soul with a 
mighty revenge. There was a beautiful valley in 
the midst of the mountains, inhabited by @ pastoral, 
yet warlike nation. It was surrounded on all sides 
by hills; and asingle river, rising westward, watered 
is. The inhabitants had composed part of the army 
of brave mountainvers which had opposed the return 
of the Indians: therefore the king doomed them to 
destruction; and, as their valley was of no grent 
extent, he deemed his purpose easy of execution. 
He ordered his troops to take possession of all the 
passes in the surrounding heights; and buving done 
this, he marched the rest of his army right through 
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drew up with his troops into the hills, and sate down 
to wateh the progress of his royal views. By de- 
grees the inhabitants, urged by hunger, came forth. 
They looked around them—all was silence and 
desolation, They traversed the land, seeking eare— 
fully in every nook, amidst the ruins of yet-smoking 
houses, for some fragment of food to still the cries 
of clamorous children ; to appease the sufferings of 
their languishing wives and daughters: but it was 
in vain. The human monsters had destroyed every 
thing capable of sustaining life with the mest per- 
fect exactness. They had completed their task in 
the most masterly manner, and, no doubt, would 
reooive the highest praises of the historians of the 
war. The wretched creatures, on this discovery, 
were filled with the most fearful dismay. Female 
misery vented itself in cries, tears, and tremblings; 
that of men in silent despair. For a while they sate 
stern—astill—and with their oyes on the ground: 
then raising them, and turning them on each other, 
a fury kindled in them that rose to a terrible height. 
‘They sprang up,—vowed the most dreadful vows; 
swore on each other's swords, tinctured with their 
own blood, to assail the enemy to the death; and, 
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around protruded tens of thousands of dark heads, 
seen amid the redness of the fires, gazing upon the 
scene with abundant satisfaction. 

All night was the horrible and unequal contest 
maintained: when morning dawned, numbers of 
the unhappy mountaineers clogged the defile with 
their bodies: and the Indians, descending in a dense, 
continuous column from the heights, swept away 
the remaining combatants, as a flood would have 
swept them away. Most perished; the rest, yield~ 
ing to the weakness of overtried nature, returned to 
the valley, or crawled into the neighbouring thickets 
and crevices of the rocks. ‘The sun rose higher, 
and with it the tide of human suffering. Faint by 
the river brink sate the women, striving to alleviate 
the craving agonies of their children by cooling pox 
tations of water, themselves taking patient draughts 
of the same, to relieve their burning, parched 
thronts. Fatal, yet not unhappy draughts! ‘The 
sole river of their once happy valley was poisoned — 
poisoned at its source—poisoned with those virulent, 
sure, and enduring juices which the Indians are 40 
well acquainted with. 

Searcely had they swallowed the infected water, 
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to his nostrils, he sounded his trumpets, and 
marched homewards, somewhat consoled for - his 
defeat and disasters. 

T had oceupied a cleft in a rock, to beheld this 
direful deed; to see what nature was capable of: 
and “Almighty Avenger!” I exclaimed, “canst 
thou behold and suffer this?” He did not! With 
the putrifying fames, rose the pestilence; and 
striking into the path of the savage monarch, pur- 
sued him on his march. Fierce, terrible, wide~ 
sweeping were its destructions; more fierce, more 
destroying than the arrows, the javelins, the pre~ 
cipitated rocks of the Indians. With its silent 
wings it hovered over the devoted army, that 
hurried fearfully on,—and spread all the mountains 
with its dead. 

T have since heard, that it pursued the haughty 
king even into his own land, and spread through 
the provinces which he traversed; into his popu- 
Jous cities; and slew more in its course than he 
lund destroyed by the strength of his cruelty. 
Fearful and indignant, the people rose, and drove 
forth into the wide, waste field, an army that 
brought back, instead of victory and wealth, such 


. 
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a baleful gift There they fell, in their lawless 
rage, on the flocks and herds of the countrymen, 
who turned in wrath upon them. ‘There arose a 
dreadful and exterminating warfare. ‘The peasants 
prevailed,—the soldiers, driven to despair, plunged 
their swords into each other's hearts, and they and 
their king perished together. Thus does God 
punish what foolish man praises to his own cost. 


CHAPTER VI. 


SrencTHENeD in heart by such a display of a 
watchful and retributive Providence, I went on. 
A plain of a different character now presented 
itself. It was sandy, and covered with a thin crop 
of pale yellow grass, tall as the knee, and so dry 
that it whistled and sighed in the wind. Above, 
the sun shone mildly; and fleecy clouds, driven 
swiftly across the sky, created on the plain rapidly- 
sweeping shadows. Here and there, ran along 
slight elevations; and a few scattered trees af- 
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forded plensant objects to the eye, and shade to 
shepherds, who there watched large flocks. 

At n distance, L bebcld a thick and confused 
mass of building, closely intermingled with trees; 
and I sute down by a shepherd, and asked what 
the object was. It is” he replied, ‘‘am ancient 
city,—a city whose name no man pronounces ; but 
we call it the City of Fear. But a few generations 
ago, there dwelt a warlike and populous people, 
whose king, Huonnec, had subjugated the eoun- 
tries from the southern mountains far to the north, 
ay, even to the Gomerian land of darkness. 
Numerous nations poured into the city their tri- 
butey—flocks and herds, steeds for their iran war- 
chariots and their horsemen, gold and jewels from 
the rich, Hyperborean hills; and the people be 
came proud, luxurious, insolent, and cracl. The 
erles of oppression rose in many a province, but 
they could not penotrate the city,—they were 
drowned in the noise of perpetual revelry. 

‘There came a prophet from some far land. He 
advanced towards the city; and as he went along, 
wrapped in his long robe, with his head and feet 
bare, the rum people did him reverence, and knelt 





62 THE PILGRIMAGE 


cried—« Repentance! or death!” The king and 
his warriors stood mute and thoughtful; when, 
behold! the priests came hurrying on with wild 
and eager eyes; and, glaring on the stranger with 
ferocious glances, called upon the king to punish 
him as a vile impostor, that sought to blaspheme 
the gods, to disturb the people, and bring into 
contempt the victorious glory of the king. The 
potentate raised his eyes, and cried to the priests 
—*Be it as ye will!” They pounced on him, 
like vultures in their prey, and bore him off to the 
temple of Bal-Rama, followed by the shouting and 
changeful multitude. They smote him to death 
in the temple of their god; and all that day, and 
far into the night, loud were the sounds of festive 
rejoicing—the mingled din of cymbal, and tabor 
and horn; but in the morning, when the country 
people, who supplied the city with daily, rural 
necessaries, entered the gates with their mules, all 
was still as midnight: and, anon, they returned, 
rushing from the gates, like men mad with some 
terrible vision. Their eyes glared aghast; every 
feature fixed in strong terror;—they ran,—and ran 
far over the plains as men run for their lives. 
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them, forming an inclined plane, by which you 
might ascend, and look into the melancholy place. 

1 passed through the ruinous gates, and bebeld 
before me a wood mingled with buildings. Trees 
had grown up throughout the city;—they had 
grown to colossal vastness; here, heaving up pave- 
ments and foundations by their huge roots and 
trunks; here, pushing down, by their extended 
arms, the strongest walls. Close within the gates, 
had stood two enormous statues. The one, a 
Titanian man, with a long and bushy beard, and 
holding in his right hand a setpent by way of a 
staff: the other, a female of equal height, holding 
in one hand a ring of stone; in the other, a small 
winged figure. The man, or god, stood erect and 
stern; the female was pushed back by a mighty 
branch of a tree, and leaned against the wall. 

‘The pavement whereon I walked was overgrown 
with a matting of creeping plants, whose long, 
wiry runners, knit closely together, formed a damp 
and melancholy carpet. As I trode upon it, some- 
thing long and cylindrical rolled beneath my feet, 
and made my progress unsteady. I turned aside 
the creepers, and beheld that they were bones ;— 
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bones in millions strewed through the long, solitary 
streets,—the bones of men, shrouded alone by this 
green tapestry-work of nature; and in the skulls, 
and within the naked ribs, numberless reptiles had 
made their nests. I strode forward in shuddering 
horror. I reeled to and fro, over the loose remains 
of destroyed thousands. But other objects of fear- 
ful wonder called my attention. From the thickets 
and hollows of the broken walls darted forth, at my 
approach, the jackal; the long, gliding tiger 
glared upon me with fiery eyes,—grinned fiercely, 
and fled. The heavy bear growled hoarsely,— 
dashed through the crashing branches, clambered 
over the loose ruins, and disappeared. I found it 
was a dreadful place to abide in; but my curiosity 
lured me on. 

As I neared the centre of the city, the bones 
beneath my feet became continually more thickly 
spread; till, in an open square, they covered the 
whole area in heaps, and the shrouding creepers 
could but partially cover them:—they gleamed by 
intervals in bleached whiteness. I advanced, and 
beheld the crumbled remains of a massy chariot, 
and upon it lay glittering—a sight of wonder—a 
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glorious jewelled diadem | lay glittering on a heap 
of bones, which, as I touched them, ¢rumbled into 
dust, Around were readily discernible, amid the 
heaps, the brazen heads of spears, swords, and 
harness of man and horse; the skeletons of whole 
platoons of steeds and their riders! Could there 
bea doubt of the place, and the event which oc- 
curred there? It was the spot where some awful 
judgment had annihilated both king and people in 
the hour of their impious pride. I tamed away, 
soul-struck at the terrible dispensations of heaven, 
Around me were the roofless walls of temples, 
palaces, and thousands of private abodes ; but trees 
stood in their innermost apartments, — bushes 
waved from their summits and crevices, and long 
creeping plants hung down from sculptured arches. 
rod over heaps of ruins, and beheld amid them 
the gekko—the most hideous and venomous of 
reptiles—start forth at my feet. 1 saw its large 
lizard form,—its green clammy body, studded with 
ugly vermilion warts: I saw its throat inflated with 
its malignant poison; and its claws, distilling as 
they went, a loathsome, yellow virus, so acrid that 
it blistered the very grass and leaves over which it 
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I beheld the pedestal where the great idol had 
stood; but it was unoccupied: and, behold! on 
the ground beneath it, lay a heap of dust. I could 
discern the colours of blue and vermilion which had 
once adorned the perished god, but at my touch 
they crumbled to powder; and the large, golden 
horns, alone lay fresh and glittering as ever. 
Around were numerous skeletons in a confused 
circle, and one in the midst, between whose ribs 
yet lay the green remains of a brazen poniard—the 
priests and their prophet-victim! A dark and 
trembling awe fell on me ;—my limbs failed;— 
my eyes grew dim;—I dropped on my knees, and 
adored the unseen, but mighty Power, who had 
thus signally made known his being, and anni- 
hilated, at a stroke, a great people in the hour of 
their impious triumph. When I had gathered 
together a little of the force of mind and frame, 
I stole soberly out of the fallen city ; and pursued 
my way, filled with a multitude of dark and bright 
thoughts. The shepherds, who beheld me return, 
fled as I attempted to approach them; holding me, 
doubtless, for some dubious, or unearthly being. 


OF PANTIKA. 69 


CHAPTER VII. 


I had a great desire to see something of the Cuthean 
tribes in their peaceful habitations; I, therefore, 
now turned my steps northward, and went far into 
their lands. Of these I speak not now; I have 
already recorded these things. One circumstance 
only I cannot pass, for with it are connected the 
sweetest and bitterest events of my life. There I 
found a friend! Yes, there where I looked not 
for it, I found a soul which I could take to my soul, 
and love as my own; and go on, from day to day, 
rejoicing in the unity of our tastes, and the excur- 
sive exercise of our intellects. As I entered one 
evening a Cuthean tent, I beheld a youth of a garb 
and aspect different to that people. I looked at him, 
and deemed him the noblest youth I had ever seen. 
Tall, finely proportioned, full of vigour and activity, 
he appeared made to endure the fatigues, and enjoy 
the pleasures of the earth, and, unscathed by the 
one or the other, to still go on in gladness. I saw 
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that he also regarded me with looks of curiosity 
and interest; and, in the course of the eve, as we 
sate round the fire, and talked of many matters, and 
I had unfolded to the hospitable family somewhat of 
my wanderings and views, he suddenly leaped up, 
clasped me to his heart, and exclaimed, “I have 
found a spirit like my own!” I was much asto- 
nished, but I was much rejoiced; for I had regarded 
him with continually increasing admiration, He 
forthwith related his own story. He was a native 
of the city of Bahlk, in the southern hill-country. 
A like spirit to my own had disturbed him in bis 
native place. He had gone through many lands in 
quest of knowledge. As we sate and compared 
our individual experience, our thoughts, adven- 
tures, and speculations on man and his destiny,— 
our joy continually grew higher and higher, and 
the good people of the tent sate and gazed on us 
in wonder. All night we sate and conversed, and 
in the earliest dawn, departed. Together we 
travelled far northward, and I daily found my heart 
bound up closer with that of Lodemmil. I found 
that the same desire of seeing men of many 
nations ; the same belief in the existence of some 
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and strange beasts of blue and red; bearing in a 
belt of hide, a stone hatchet; and in their hands, a 
bow and arrows, whose barbs were also of stone. 
War and the chase, were their employments. 

One night, as we passed along a tract of rugged 
hills, seattered with huge blocks of stone, over 
which the western wind drove the flying mists and 
cloutls; and the moonlight, the moving shadows, 
and the moaning gule, gave the whole scene = sad 
wildness; we came upon one of those stupendous 
circles of great stones which are found in various 
regions, ‘but especially in the north. Many had 
we seen, but this surpassed them all; we therefore 
turned in to contemplate it. To our astonishment, 
we saw a figure seated by the great central stone, 
that, amid all its wildness, still appeared human, 
As we approached, it arose, and we beheld a man 
naked, exeept that the hairy skin of a beast 
was bound, round his loins by a dried serpent, 
His face was pale, his features prominent and 
ghastly,—his eyes hollow, yet lit with a strange 
wild fire; and his black haggard locks; hung matted 
about his neck, * Who art thou?” we cried. And 
ho answered, “Who am L?—I am Baldoc, the 
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friend of the gods! I have wandered over the 
earth to see whether the nations honour their 
shrines. I have gone far to the west, over the 
great mountains, through the great black forests, 
across the great waters, into the isles at the end of 
the world; and in them all, the great god Hu is 
worshipped as he ought, Now am I bound to Ind; 
for the world comes to an end. Yes, you smile ! 
So have I seen men smile, when I have proclaimed 
the same truth in the very hour of destruction. 
But you: shall soon behold my words verified. 
What! have I not lived—do we not all live, in one 
course of the world as in another? Nature is fixed: 
the world dies and revives—but nothing can change. 
T have but lately seen the great, wailing Nath de- 
seend, as I have seen him descend in former worlds 
—with his woful countenance, black flying locks 
—his dark, funereal robe. I saw him go from land 
to land, from town to town, wringing his hands, 
dropping his tears on the earth, and crying, in the 
lamentable voice which sends into the hearts of all 
that hear him an. incurable woe—* The end! the 
end is come!” Yes! the end! the end is come! 
He will speedily absorb all things into his own 
vou. 1 z 
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being—his wife, his sons, all living creatures, all 
seas, all forests, all lands; and, wrapped in the 
sleep of ages, he shall sail in his serpent bark on 
the endless waters. We cannot avoid it—the God 
cannot himself do otherwise; but we may strengthen 
and refresh our spirits for the mighty time!” 

With that he arose with a wild and inspired air; 
and, in an erect and solemn attitude, marched 
through one of the doorways formed of the huge 
stones which surround the circle of Hela. Out 
he passed at one, in at another, crying with im- 
mense satisfaction, at every transit,—‘ Oh divine! 
divine refreshment! It falls on my spirit like the 
dew of the sacred mount. Again, and again, aim 
I regenerated, and purified, and filled with strength 
for my great trial!” With that he passed away in 
the gloom, and was gone. 

« Go; thou poor maniac-vietim of dark supersti- 
tions!” exclaimed Lodemmil. “ Seest thou,” 
he said, “ the daily effects of the black arts of the 
priests?” We went on; and as day fully broke, 
we descried immense numbers of people all directing 
their course to an elevated part of the wilderness. 
It was a lofty plain, rising to a considerable height 
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in the centre, and commanding extensive views 
over a savage country. Vast masses of rock were 
thrown as by a giant hand, and lay in heaps on the 
heath, giving a most rude and chaotic aspect to the 
place. Here and there, great square blocks of it 
lay apart, half buried in the spongy moss and wild 
fern. On the top of a large, solid rock we beheld 
a stupendous stone, which appeared as balanced on 
a point, and moved to and fro with the breeze. 
Around this were assembled thousands of those wild 
people with looks of deepest awe. On it they fixed 
their eyes, fearfully and stedfastly; and at length, 
as if of its own accord, or moved by some invisible 
power, it began to rock to and fro violently, and 
with a sound as of low thunder, amid which might 
be heard the mutterings of a deep, unearthly voice. 
At once, the whole multitude fell upon their faces; 
and an aged figure with hoary, flowing beard, and 
long, loose robe, rose, as out of the ground, and 
lifting up his hands, cried,—‘ Honour the God 
with an acceptable gift!” Instantly the people 
sprang upon their feet, and gazed upon a dark cre- 
vice in the neighbouring rocks, whence soon ap- 
peared a band of those old and robed priests bearing 
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a young virgin bound. My-heart sickened at the 
sight, for she was young, and tender, and fair; but 
the multitude began to dance; and ina low singing 
tone to cry, “ Hu! Hu! Ewah!” I saw the maid 
extended, already apparently balf dead with terror, 
on a large stone;—I saw the hand of the hoary 
priest, armed with a heavy stone poniard, raised to 
the sun, to which he seemed pouring out his orisons, 
—and I turned away, lest I should witness the 
murderous deed. As we went, we still heard the 
loud and melancholy song, “« Hu! Hu! Ewah!” 
and it added wings to our speed. 

Sick of blood and darkness, we hastened from 
the north. The light which we sought was not 
there; and, through a long period we sought it in 
lands where it was as little to be found: in the 
populous, but servile-spirited Tzin ; in the pleasant 
islands of the great South Sea, where nature has 
constructed a thousand paradises in the midst of the 
crystal waters; where the people dwell amid fruits, 
and flowers, and richest spices, but are contented 
tw feed their souls on the fragments of the far-spread 
Sabean superstitions. At length, a trading ship of 
Ormuz landed us in the ancient India, and we looked 
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with anxious hope for some traces of the earliest 
knowledge. 

Let my former tomes speak of the mighty cities; 
the marvellous caves; the wealth, the arts and 
manners of this ancient people: I am too sadly bound 
to one event. We hoped, I said, to find traces of 
the earliest knowledge; and we did so: but mixed 

- in such a manner, with a thousand inventions of a 
wild and fabling imagination, that our spirits were 
confounded and perplexed. The multiplied deities 
of the Brabmists, their intermingling names and na- 
tures, their incarnations, their ludicrous adventures; 
the simple, the gentle, but irrational doctrine of the 
Budhista, filled not the erying void in our souls, We 
thirsted to descend to the lowest fountain of Truth ; 
which gleamed indeed upon us, but so overgrown 
with the thick branches of an extravagant fancy, 
that it gleamed only to trouble and bewilder. We 
passed through the utmost ordeals of their vaunted 
mysteries; but in vain—around us were shadows, 
ever-growing shadows. We might have admired 
the ingenuity of the Brahmist, the humanity of the 
Budhist; but unfortunately we entered the temple 
of Jagan-Nath, and beheld the votaries of these 
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rival faiths bowing to that hideous god; beholding 
the hateful and licentious orgies of his temple; the 
bloody rites of his sacrifice. We saw the baleful 
monster, ugly as night, detestable in shape and 
aspect, as the deeds which are done in his shrine; 
we saw him, on his towering car, borne into the 
open day. Amid the millions assembled to worship 
him, numbers of wild wretches immolated them- 
selves beneath his ponderous wheels. We saw the 
wandering Baldoc,—he whom we had met in the 
circle of Hela,—with the same elated air, there 
terminate his career by flinging his life to the 
horrid god. 

Oh, great Lord of the universe! the memory of 
what now befel me, makes me weep, even in my 
old age. ‘Didst thou there punish me because I 
too earnestly sought at so many heathen shrines for 
thee? Or didst thou suffer my heart to be rent 
asunder by the most dreadful event, that thou 
mightest infix in it a terror of pagan creeds for 
ever, and make the light of thy own more fair and 
precious? 

Lodemmil and I were sitting in our temporary 
abode, conversing on the horrors we had seen at 
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the shrine of Jagan-Nath. My friend, with his 
" wonted fire of spirit was warmly expressing (as in- 
deed he had not hesitated to do publicly, to my 
alarm) his abhorrence of the detested god; and we 
were mutually lamenting the disappointment of our 
hopes in the religious lore of this ancient realm. 
“ Pantika,” he repeatedly said, “we are, I fear, 
seeking what is not to be found on earth. Perhaps 
our young and ardent spirits may have deluded us 
with hopes that may have no fulfilment. Perhaps 
it may be part of the folly of our nature,—for we 
see folly is the leading character of this nature,—to 
dream of truth, and beauty, and immortality, and 
follow them as shadows follow the sun. Such 
things there may be, and yet not given to men, 
“For what men possess them? Think of the 
immense regions we have traversed,—and are they 
there? No! ignorance, cruelty, and selfishness— 
these abound everywhere—in all men,—and shall 
thou and I be unlike the universal race? Thou 
wilt say—whence then come these glorious desires’ 
Ob! are they not the fragments of a once proud 
estate, which exists, and is destined to exist, no 
more? For though they prove that such a state 
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once was man’s, they cannot prove that it shall 
again be his, any more than that the fragments of 
a broken vessel can gather themselves into their 
former unity. Are truth, and knowledge, and 
goodness, gone then for ever? If we answer from 
experience, we must despair—for where are they? 
And if they be destined for the possession of men 
at all, where can such brightness be hidden? I 
sigh as I ask the question ;—here, at least, they 
are not ;—let us hasten to quit this land!” 

We resolved on the morrow to set out home- 
‘wards, He had yielded to my solicitations to come 
and partake my lot here. On my first setting foot 
in India, | had hastened to assure Podonius, 
through the means of a caravan, of my existence 
and hopes of return at no distant period. That 
time now seemed hastening on; when, in the 
midst of our converse, entered some of the priests 
of Jagan-Nath, denounced Lodemmil as a despiser 
and blasphemer of the god, and seized on him as a 
victim to his vengeance. Stunned, but at the same 
time rendered wild by the horrible circumstance, 
I sprung upon the bloodly emissaries of cruelty, 
and pierced several of them with my dagger: but 
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harnessed chanticleers, smiled on me as she came 
showering, from her half-shadowed car, the light of 
morning on the world. Endless fantastic shapes 
‘were busy around me; endless varieties of dismal 
cries, I heard the dogs of hell barking; I 
stumbled and groped in caverns of interminable 
darkness, where pale, gleaming phantoms, of every 
ghastly and unearthly character, glided thinly on 
the walls. I was in the land of wild phantasy, and 
idol-shapes of various nations on which I had 90 
often gazed, haunted me to distraction. A sword, 
anointed with blood, stood out of the ground, and 
spoke oracles; an empty skull whispered to me of 
shuddering things; the three-headed gods declared 
themselves to be Lodemmil, and would accompany 
me on my travels. 

‘When I emerged from these swarming visions, 
the hour when the thunderbolt of man’s cruelty 
fell upon me, seemed far, far off; yet was the 
weight and anguish of my heart strong, and 
grievous as ever. ‘I sickened at the light of day, 
and longed to pass away into that unknown region, 
whither the beloved of my soul had gone. A 
little, dark-yellow old woman was waiting upon 
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perpetrated,—it seemed, in my eyes, swimming 
with blood. I longed for wings, that I might dart 
from it in a moment; and in that spirit of shud- 
dering abhorrence I sprung up, and hastened to 
depart. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


I soon found a caravan setting out, and with it I 
commenced my homeward journey. Whoever ex- 
amines my travels, will here find a broad vacuum; 
for of the countries through which I passed, I 
knew nothing—saw nothing. I journeyed in the 
midst of busy people—busy sounds; but I jour- 
neyed alone. The mists and the darkness of a 
mighty sorrow were around me. It was not till 
I was in the land of Media, that my attention 
was excited by external objects; and it was the 
voice of sorrow, that struck with its kindred tone on 
my heart, and startled me as to life. , 
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We had encamped by the river Gozan, in a 
luxuriant vale. It was eve: and somewhat soothed 
by the amenity of the spot, I had wandered a little 
way from the camp, and thrown myself down 
beneath a tamarisk tree, by the water, when sud- 
denly my heart was struck by the sound of female 
voices,—sweet, melancholy voices, —singing, in 
chorus, the following song :— 


Low! low! in our darkness, low! 
By the alien-river’s side, 

Where blow the weeping lilies, 
Our tears how can we hide! 


«Father! how hast thou cast us 

From thy loving arms away, 

Where once, like happy infants, 
All fearlessly we lay. 


Father! how hast thou chang’d 
Thy smile, that o'er us shone! 

When the earth was all in darkness, 
‘And peace beside was none! 


Father! how hast thou hidden 
Thy arm that once was bare, 
When the giant nations trembled, 

And melted in despair. 


‘Thy banner then was o'er us; 
‘Thy pillar, and thy light 

Went on with us, thy children, 
Rejoicing in thy sight. 
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Low! low! in our darkness, low! 
By the alien-river’s side, 

Where blow the weeping lilies, 
Our tears how can we hide! 


In thy pleasant land all planted 
Beneath the palm and vine, 

Where the rocks o’erflowed with honey, 
‘What race was like to thine! 


But we knew not all our blessing; 
Our feeble spirits fell! 

We felt thy rod—we sorrowed— 
And all again was well! 


But now, thus peeled and banished, 
The prophet-voice is o' 

And thy love, and thy loving-kindness, 
Return ! return no more! 





Low! low! in our darkness, low! 
By the alien-river’s side, 

Where blow the weeping lilies, 
Our tears how can we hide! 





‘That woful song penetrated to my inmost soul. 
‘The very tone in which it was sung had a power, 
that no other sound ever had, over my spirit. 
Once I might have listened to it, and felt its pen- 
sive beauty, and have been impressed with ten- 
derest pity for those who sung it so evidently with 
the vitality of sad experience; but now, my bruised, 
broken heart, had been baptized into the lowest 
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professed to have suffered the loss of the favour of 
their deities by their crimes? So that they duly 
paid them their homage and their sacrifices, their 
gods were, in thelr belief, contented. They went 
on with their self-indulgence, fearless of evil: nay, 
evil itself appeared the very essence of that worship 
by which most people soothed these strange deities. 
What nation had ever, as a nation, confessed that 
their gods had abandoned them for their evil deeds, 
and given them up to their enemies? Yet how 
conceivable to my heart and mind was it, that the 
true deity should do thus? How often had Lo- 
demmil and myself exclaimed that the God, who- 
ever he might be, who had stretched out the pure, 
heavenly concaye,—had breathed on earth the pure 
eaveloping airy—had filled the hollows of the globe 
with the pure and living waters, must be himself 
inconceivably pure! How often had we said, as 
we stood at famous shrines, “No, these are not the 
shrines of the true God; for here are blood and 
eruelty, here are ugliness and obscenity; bat in 
this fair world, in our hearts which he Has moulded, 
are nobility and gentleness, beauty and pure de- 
light." How often had we exclaimed, “The trae 
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pressed a living character, as if they were accuz- 
tomed to vary from the keenest sense of wit and 
satirical mirth, to tenderness and benevolence. 
One, a young mother, held her infant to her bo- 
som; one, who appeared in the prime of woman- 
hood, had a matronly dignity of air that could not 
be severed from the idea of superior rank. Yet 
how different from such ideas their present situa- 
tion! She, and the other two young damsels, were 
busily plaiting baskets of grass. They had crowned 
themselves with a wreath of wild myrtle, mingled 
with the large lily flowers which the children had 
collected about them; and the matron wove a sort 
of little bark of bulrushes, and filling it with lilies, 
set it afloat, saying, “In such a vessel our great 
prophet once was committed to the waters of 
Egypt. Alas! no such prophet shall appear in 
this heathen land, to lead us back to our own lovely 
one!” At this I beheld the group stand watching 
the departing bark, which, after making several 
circuits with the eddies on the borders of the 
stream, shot rapidly away ;—with looks of saddest 
expression, they watched it, and again they sung 
the melancholy chorus of 


Low! low! in our darkness, low! 
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“Come with us,” said these fair exiles,—* come 
with us to the city. There our husbands will 
converse better with thee upon these things. There 
thou shalt behold our ancient books!” 

I went, I talked, I read. I was in an Elysian 
dream. I found thousands of these wonderful 
but unhappy people, planted by the Assyrian 
conqueror, in the cities of these regions. And 
when I looked upon the native inhabitants, sallow, 
and dwarfish, and heavy of countenance, I won- 
dered not at the policy of the monarch, that had 
peopled this fair tract with so fine a race. Cities, 
fertile fields, and pleasant mountain ranges, with 
all their varieties, were theirs, The ruler was far 
distant, —they lived well-nigh as they would; but 
the memory of their native land was in their souls, 
and they were sad and despondent. For me, I 
began to love and honour them as my own people. 
Affliction had broken their haughtiness, which 
they freely confessed, had been strong in them,— 
regarding themselves as the favoured people of 
heaven. They were kind and communicative, and 
I ran through their treasured volumes, as I would 


through the valleys of God. My amaze at their 
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throughout the earth, and had found more splen- 
did, more abundant than I had dreamed of ‘Oh 
thou dear, and lost Lodemmil!”” I repeatedly 
exclaimed, “ couldst thou, noble soul, couldst thou 
now behold the reality of our dreams—the fulfil- 
ment of our desires, how wouldst thou rejoice!” 
I was impatient, I say, to be gone; for here these 
writings were but rare, and were guarded and kept 
with far more care than life itself. But when I 
talked of departing for Judea, again I saw the 
cloud of grief darken in their faces.“ Alas!” they 
said, “to what a land wilt thou go! Not to that 
lovely and peopled land which once it was: but to 
a frightful desert,—a waste of horror and desola- 
tion. Twelve years have we sojourned here; and 
now, even now, is the mighty Senpacherib gone 
up to bring away the last remnant of the nation ;— 
Benjamin and Judah, the royal tribe ;—the dwellers 
in the royal city, whence we have looked for the 
great Messiah to come. Yes! he is gone up now; 
and, in brief space, the trace of our ancient kingdom 
will be probably obliterated.” 

While we talked on this subject, this very event 
seemed to have occurred. A fearful rumour spread 
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through the land, that the king had seized Jeru- 
salem, and had put all to the sword; plundered its 
holy shrine; razed the city to the ground; and 
was returning with the spoil. The tidings fell on 
their hearts like a thunderbolt. Through every 
eity there was a deadly silence, as if life itself were 
. stopped: and, day after day, the rumours grew, 
and spread, and came aggravated with fresh details 
of horror. At this confirmed and augmented news 
of the extirpation of their kindred, the whole 
people broke into the most bitter cries and 
lamentations. Nature could no longer contain - 
itself. They exclaimed—*Now is the glory of 
Israel departed for ever. Now is hope ceased in 
Zion for ever! God has clean removed his re- 
jected race. He will call—we shall return no 
more! In this far land we shall lay our bones. 
Here will our children, and our children’s children 
grow; and as God has forgotten us, so, perhaps, 
will they forget the God of their fathers. Woe! 
woe to the once glorious race !” 
They threw themselves on the ground—they 
rent their clothes—scattered ashes and duat upon 
their heads, and lay, day and ‘night, moaning and 
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lamenting. The women cut, or rent away, without 
remorse, their beautiful dark locks; and careless 
of food, of the refreshments of bed and bath, they 
lay, and gave themselves up to despair. It wasa 
fearful sight to behold a whole people cast into 
such utter misery; and I hastened to quit a scene 
where my condolence was unavailing, and my 
heart was wrung with the woe around me. I was 
in the very gates of the city, when I observed 
groups of the Hebrew people collected in eager 
and muttering knots; and a murmur passed around 
me, which seemed full of wonder. When I was 
about to inquire what was the cause, I beheld a 
man come running, with his loins closely girded, 
and with a short staff in his hand. He came 
speeding on, covered with dust; with wild eyes— 
parched, gasping lips, and frantic gestures, that 
seemed to strive to express some momentous 
thing, which his tongue was incapable of uttering. 
All rushed towards him. He stood, and gazed © 
wildly around upon them for a moment; then 
his eyes turning upwards, and shewing only balls 
of ghastly whiteness, he stretched forth his arms, 
and fell prone upon the earth. Instantly the busy 
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multitude cut his girdle, scattered water upon him, 
and watched, with intense anxiety, the result. Soon 
he began to breathe in deep, convulsive sighs—his 
eyes rolled, his limbs quivered; and gazing vaguely 
around, he sat up, and made signs for water. It 
was given him; and instantly recovering much of 
his vigour and vivacity, he spoke in a loud, sibilant 
whisper, tidings that made the whole multitude 
stand fixed like so many statues of inexpressible 
wonder. He told, that so far from Jerusalem being 
destroyed, God had once more made bare his arm 
for its preservation; that the Assyrian monarch 
and all his army at eve triumphed in the prospect of 
the morrow’s capture, and uttered great, swelling 
words against the boasted God of Israel. In the 
morning the whole army lay lifeless—destroyed— 
utterly destroyed! The king alone, with feeble 
and dismayed troops of his servants escaped, and 
was suffered to return full of shame to his own land. 

At these awful tidings, the whole nation arose in 
troubled and restless excitement. Should it be 
true, who could contain their joy? If false—how 
ernel must be the ensuing darkness! All was agi- 
tation and disquiet, running to and fro, and insa- 


VoL. 1. F 


98 THE PILGRIMAGE 


tiate inquiry. But hour after hour, day after day, 
brought but additional confirmation of the terribly 
joyful event; and, leaving thé exiled people to this 
new gleam of hope and happiness, I sét forth to 
visit a country so wonderful, and so dread. 

I passed on, and on, but everywhere around me 
were hurry, confusion, and discord. The vast 
empire seemed in one wide fever of anarchy. The 
destruction of the army—the unprotected weakness 
of the king, seemed to have set at liberty the spirit 
of a great unwieldy realm, smarting beneath the lash 
of his heavy military exactions; and sedition was 
actually at work. The Medes were aiming to fing 
off their unwilling allegiance: the sons of the king 
looked with the murderous eyes of royal ambition 
on their fallen father, arid afterwards slew him with 
their own hands. Everywhere were flying couriers, 
careering cavalry, and strong encampments. I 
passed safely through all, and entered the land of 
Israel. Alas! how would its exiled children have 
wept, could they have seen it! Ruin and desolation 
were everywhere. The traces of former fertility 
and culture—cities, terraces, reservoirs, buried in 
blackness, trampled by passing armies—peopled 
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fathers. Since then, I have built schools for the 
teaching of true knowledge—the knowledge of the 
Hebrews separated from their national customs 
and prejudices; and I have seen these schools grow 
into a renown far higher, because purer, than those 
of Egypt and Athens. There, one day, sball all 
my volumes be deposited. 

But now, Cydna, I cease my narrative, and de- 
vote my pen to the record of a few of the many 
traditions that float amongst this ancient people of 
God. i 


NICHAR, 


THE EXILE OF HEAVEN. 


NICHAR, 


THE EXILE OF HEAVEN. 


CHAPTER I. 


Amonest that joyful and illustrious troop of 
angels which accompanied the Almighty in his 
progress of creation, and beheld with exulting 
wonder the miracles of his power, few were more 
glorious, none more blessed, than Nichar. He had 
floated amid the eternal and uncreated splendours 
of the Divine Presence through the wilds of 
space; he had seen revolving systems suddenly 
burst upon the sight; the light of suns kindle with 
instantaneous, and, to all but a spirit’s eye, intoler- 
able radiance, and cast far and wide their beams 
into the bosom of darknéss and vacuity. He had 
beheld comets sent flaming on their wild and 
mysterious career; and the gentler planets take 
their prescribed courses around their central orbs, 
like young, vast, and vigorous existences, beginning 
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their race full of harmony and rejoicing. He had 
seen the pure and pellucid air wrap each beautiful 
globe as with a spiritual garment; and the young 
winds, as if impatient to essay their strength, rush 
triumphantly abroad, over the face of yet nameless 
lands. He had seen the mighty deep spread out 
its majestic bosom to the newly created rays ; roll 
proudly its host of waves from pole to pole; 
and send up to the throne of the Creator, the 
solemn murmurs of that voice, which, through its 
destined term of ages, should fill the world which 
it embraced, with alternate terror and sublime 
delight. He had seen mountains raise their glit- 
tering heads; valleys assumé their gloom; rivers 
and cataracts commence their thundering leaps— 
their beneficent careers; forests in all their wild 
grandeur, stretch from hill to hill; a flowery ver- 
dure flush, with a sunny gleam of beauty, the 
face of each perfected world; and the countless 
tribes of animated things, at once fill creation with 
the gladness of their voices, and the vivacity of 
their restless forms, 

He had heard the morning-stars burst into one 
wide triumphal pean, and had joined it with all 
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blasted with light, and bewildered with boundless 
ness: but his serene and capacious spirit looked 
fearlessly abroad over the shoreless ocean, and sav, 
not what the Omnipresent eye can see alone, but 
far, immeasurably far beyond the strongest facwl- 
ties, the fleetest imagination of man, and contem= 
plated the consequences of creative energy through, 
to us, incalculable ages;—saw the ever-springing 
and abounding fountains of intellectual life; siw 
the lights and glooms of mortal actions, the clowds 
and gleams of hopos and fears, of erime and virtue, 
of pleasure and pain, that swept over the ocean of 
existence ; and the voices of innumerable multi- 
tudes of souls which yet were not, but which should 
inevitably be, scemed to fill his spirit with their 
sound. 

Yet, as he stood upon the earth, in the radiant 
circle of heavenly spirits, and beheld God form 
from the dust the human pair, his heart ques 
tioned with itself, whether woman might not have 
been made a more perfect creature. Why should 
#0 lovely a being be made less vigorous in frame, 
Joss bold and excursive in intellect, than her com- 

a? Why should she not be qualified for the 
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highest companionship, by the highest endow- 
ments of physical and mental force? Why should 
not a being, so splendidly gifted with beauty, be 
made at once perfect? That light form, be un- 
wearied as it was agile—enduring as it was grace- 
fal—as full of majesty as man? That, ordained 
to be the inhabitant of a noble world—the com- 
panion of a noble being—the mother of a mighty 
and innumerable.race-—she might rejoice like an 
immortal spirit in her abode; lead on her husband, 
like a fair and guiding star, in the race of life, 
rather than hang upon his labouring arm, a hin- 
drance and a weight; and dwell amidst the love 
and the admiration of her posterity, to far distant 
generations ? 

‘Wrapped in this fascinating speculation, the 
amiable Nichar forgot, for a brief period, all the 
works of God’s creative hand, all the marvels of 
God’s consummate wisdom, which he had seen; the 
sublime prospects which they opened to his spirit 
were veiled as by a cloud, and the thought of the 
present, perfectly absorbed him. He stood amid 
the shadowy foliage of Paradise, by the very Tree 
of Life; and so concentrated was his spirit upon 
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its object, that he heard not the jubilant shout, 
and the song with which the heavenly troop hailed 
the newly created pair, walking in their beauty: 
he heard not the rush, saw not the flash of their 
thousand wings, as they rose and soared heaven- 
wards in the train of the Ineffable Splendour; but 
he stood, as if the same power which had given life 
and motion to the earthly pair, had fixed him 
for ever to the spot. The idea which his soul had 
conceived, was brighter to him than the external 
creation; the impulse which he had allowed to 
move him, became speedily strong as his own 
being. He turned aside into a desert-place, be- 
yénd the precinets of Eden; he stooped to the 
earth—he moulded a form—he breathed into it 
his own breath: it was the work of a moment; and 
it arose a living, glowing, reasoning creature—the 
radiant reality of his thought! He bad seen the 
Almighty exert the spell of life, till it was familiar 
to his vision: he had never inquired whether this 
power resided in any other spirit; but he beheld 
the truth now evidenced in his own unconscious 
act, and he gazed in a transport of pride and joy, 
on the work of his hands. Her movement was to 
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looked up, and beheld the last glimpse of its glory 
as it neared the threshold of heaven. He followed 
in the full speed of his spirit. 

Already the blissful host had entered the hea- 
venly abodes when he arrived. He was about to 
enter; but alas! he felt that his progress was 
arrested by that invisible bar, which expels from 
heaven every creature that is not all pure and 
holy; and that voice, which, without a sound, is 
heard through the infinite expanse, pronounced in 
his soul: “ Nichar ! art thou wiser than the Ancient 
of Days? Is thy work more perfect than that of 
him who made thee? Be thou the judge of thy 
own deeds!—gé, and contemplate through ages the 
effects of a moment!” 

At those words, he fell prostrate on the crystal 
threshold of heaven, as one dead. The enormity 
of his offence, which his spirit had before vainly 
attempted to conceal completely from itself, now 
rushed over him like a blaze of intolerable light; 
the sense of all that he had lost by his guilty pre- 
sumption, pierced him with an agony such as only 
an immortal spirit can feel. Lost! lost for ever! 
for ever !—his birthright—his home—his native 
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life, and looks onward through the interminable 
future with triumphant delight, unknown to the 
most glorious hope. What thousands of beautiful 
creatures were dwelling there, with whom his soul 
had entwined itself in tenderest and most anispating 
bonds of love,—begun with life, and strengthened 
through the lapse of ennobling ages. That now— 
O misery of miseries, he had lost for ever ! 

For ever! for ever!—a spirit alone knows the 
meaning of that word. For ever! Cut off from 
all the glowing union of pure, splendid, and sera- 
phic minds; from that boundless alliance of rejoic- 
ing hearts, which heaven only knows; banished 
from the shine of God’s own presence—that Sun of 
suns, which warms the whole universe, but pours 
upon the children of heaven the infinitude of its 
glory. For ever was he thence expelled; and,— 
horrible idea !—for ever cast out to the communion 
of the blasphemous and damned crew! The 
thought passed through him like the two-edged 
sword of judgment, and he cried aloud in the 
intensity of his agony; and, clinging to the sacred 
threshold, called vehemently on God for pardon. 
But no answer issued from the Holy ‘Tabernacle; 
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him to enter and destroy the cause of his ruin. It 
was the hundest sacrifice that pride could make to 
duty; but might there not be a ray of hope in the 
deed? When the cause of offence was removed, 
might not the offence be forgiven? Would God, 
so gracious, so fall of loving-kindness to millions of 
beings, keep his wrath for ever, when that which 
caused it was no more? When the soul that had 
sinned, hastened to obliterate the sinful work; 
when the heart which had for ages partaken of his 
love, with the speediest and most unshrinking: de 
yotion, rushed to demolish its fondest idol, to lay 
itself once more prostrate at the footstool of that 
Goodness, which it had wounded rather by a mo- 
mentary forgetfulness, than by premeditated evil— 
could there be no relenting? Ob! might this 
boon be won; were it only through centuries of 
painful penance, how gladly would he undergo it | 

He entered the wilderness where he had left 
Lilith,* for so he had named the living work of his 
hands. He sought her with feclings that warred 

* Tho Jews lrare preserved the name of this being in their 


Aeditéoas, bat erroncounly atirfbute her creation to God, and 
moke her the first wife of Adam, 








in the fake; but what was his astonishment to ob- 
serve her surrounded by a troop of ministering 
spirits, busily employed in paying homage to ber 
charms, crowning her with flowery garkinds, and 
dancing around her with the most lively gestures, 
to the sound of the most voluptuous music. 

‘He knew instantly that they were not celestial 
natures, God's children would not approach a 
being for whose creation a great Spirit was exiled 
from heaven; and rapid as is the intelligence of 
immortal essences, he was sure that already the 
tidings of his deed and of bis fall, were known in 
the farthest corners of the universe, He knew they 
could not be such, though they wore distantly their 
semblance, and as he drew near he saw through 
their assumed beauty and brightness, the scan and 
the tarnish of hell; he saw on their plumes the 
indelible evidences of the indestructible fires; he 
saw the air of that misery which no disguise ean 
conceal, no bravery subdue, no affectation of mirth 
obliterate ; and be traced on their brows the brand 
of that malignancy, that burning bitterness of heart, 
which must for ever writhe under the memory of 
crushed ambition—sbattered glory—lost felicity, 
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‘Welcome, Nichar! weleome, mighty angel! to the 
world which we might have panted after in vain 
but for thee. Long had we watched its growth 
and progress to perfection; long had we hovered 
round it, and yearned to alight upon it; to cool our 
burning feet on its fresh bosom; to bathe our tor- 
tured temples in its cool gales: but the spell of the 
starry tyrant was upon it, his invisible chain was 
around it, and we looked and longed in vain. Thou 
hast dared to shiver the chain; to annihilate the 
ban, and we are here to welcome and follow 
thee!” 

Had the God of heaven appeared before the con- 
founded angel, and cast upon him some new sense 
of his anger, he could not have been: more blasted 
and dismayed. ° He stood like a gigantic statue of 
exquisite: form; pale as the chiselled marble; silent 
as death; his large eyes fixed stonily; his hand 
upon his brow, and his strong, angelic faculties 
plunged into the confused and whirling wildness of 
a delirious dream. Slowly his consciousness re- 
turned ; slowly he saw where he was; recalled what 
he had seen and heard; and felt in his spirit a 
gathering passion of amazement, agony, and re- 
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moveably closed! He had thrown thesbrand of 
wickedness and rebellion upon earth, and it must 
be his destiny to see it shoot forth its fires im ten 
thousand terrible and devastating forms: 

Tho ovorwholming misory of Nichar's spirit 
nothing but such a spirit can know. He grouned, 
and sickened through the farthest depths of ‘his 
soul, and turned to escape from the fiery seounge of 
his own thought; but there was no hope—no peace 
—no escape ;—eternity was before—vengeanee 
behind; and pain, and evil, and remorse, moulded 
into the very vitality of his being. 

But the rage of his agony gave him power. He 
rashed furiously. upon the demonian troop, and 
attempted to snatch Lilith from among them. Tt 
was vain! They closed fearlessly and firmly round 
hergand he beheld her smile upon them iu contial 
approbation. He had given ber splendid gifts, 
he had clothed her with beauty like # stit; be 
liad endowed her with smiles and words, whose 
fasvinations had strange might even upon spirits, 
and with the sagacity of an angel; but he bind net 
given her, what in his seditious act was not bis tir 
bestow—the spirit of goodness. She was madé to 
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and clapped their hands for joy. But Nichar, 
burning with the agony of his tortured feelings, 
rushed once more forward to seize her. It was as 
vain as before. Hundreds were now around her. 
A host confronted him, blazing out in all their 
hideous aspects, and gigantic, native statures, and 
brandishing those meteor-swords which had been 
terrible in heaven. He rushed impetuously upon 
them, but felt at once that God was no longer with 
him ; no longer that power which had enabled him 
to sweep down whole ranks before him, dwelt in 
his arm; he was hurled back as by the stroke of an 
arbalast, and amidst the hellish laughter of his foes, 
stood overwhelmed by grief and shame. At once, 
he beheld the infernal crew resuming their heavenly 
semblance, rise from the earth in a dense phalanx ; 
a golden clond instantly rolled itself into the midst 
of them, and, enthroning Lilith upon it, they 
sailed majestically away to the sound of triumphal 
music, which they had learned of old in the Happy 
Land, and which transfixed Nichar in this moment 
of sorrow and degradation, with the most melting 
and agonizing memories. 


The forlurn angel stood, at that instant, the 
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most miserable of all ereated beings. The universe 
had nothing to shew in its darkest, or its direst 
regions, that could bear a comparison in wretched- 
ness with him. ‘The fierce pride and blasphemors 
rage of the damned, steeled them in degree te 
endurance, and even to a something resembling 
victory over their pains; but far was Nichar frem 
such desperate consolations. An exile, a releetant 
exile from heaven, where his heart and his memocy 
only lingered, he was a creature utterly solitary 
in his crime, his doom, and his sorrows, There 
was no congenial nature to partake his destiny, to 
whisper words of pitying love and of encomage- 
ment; he had offended God, bat every feeling of 
his soul refused to rebel against him; the fallen 
spirits offered for him no fellowship, they were in 
his eyes totally abhorrent, fearfal, and disgusting : 
and the very being to whom he had given life, 
identified herself with these detested spirits, and 
appeared destined to fill him with perpetual and 
accumulating griefs. The evil ones had evidently 
seized upon her as the central object of their 
intrigues and delusions upon earth From ber, 
and consequently from him, were to be made » 
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fiow all the vices and horrors with which they 
would afflict mankind. Already the world was in 
their possession, and the human pair—at the 
thought of them a sudden pang passed through 
him, and a fearful question of what might already 
he their fate. Had these ruinous and malicious 
beings succeeded in injuring or deluding them ?— 
for nothing was more certain than that they would 
assail then by every art and power, and fearful 
was the chance of unsuspicious innocence, and 
inexperience, against the subtlest and cruelest 
enemies of the world—of happy and noble natures, 
against the vile and desperate. He trembled at 
the idea; and half forgetful of his sorrows, hastened 
towards Eden to learn how it went with them, A 
very little time shewed him the truth. He beheld 
afar off the cloudy and flaming terrors that sur- 
mounted the gates of Paradise; he saw the stern 
and fiery countenances, and flickering swords of the 
cherubims of judgment; and soon discovered the 
dejected parents of men in a situation, how dif- 
ferent from their garden-home! ‘They had taken 
up their abode in the open wilderness. By the 


margin of a river, beneath a spreading tree, Adam 
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CHAPTER II. 


“On! for some desolate region,” Nichar exclaimed, 
inwardly, “where I might at least be spared the 
pain of witnessing what I long in vain to redress !” 
The bright summits of the distant mountains capght 
his eye, and he directed his course thitherward. 
‘They were regions desolate enough, even for his 
wish. High and higher, far and farther he as- 
cended, amidst crags, chasms, and nodding pre- 
cipices, till he beheld before him a wide ocean, 
as it were, of peaks stretched in every direction, 
and all wrapped in the whiteness of eternal winter. 
There was neither tree nor shrub, nor the voice 
of any bird, nor the foot-prints of any beast. 
Heavy rocks stooped here and there over narrow, 
frozen glens; in some places natural pyramids, and 
sharp taper obelisks shot up high into the clear, cold 
heavens; in others, stupendous precipices, reared 
themselves in opposition, till their forcheads nearly 


met in the gloom of their own deep shadows; 
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and dark rents, which seemed unfathomable, were 
horrid with dependent ice, and the sound of falling 
waters. In the calmest moments a wind sighed 
and moaned amongst the hills, and ever and anon 
came blustrous tempests, that filled the whole 
region as with thunder, and wrapped everything 
in a black chaos of clouds and fiercely-driving 
hail. By day, the sun shot down his naked rays 
fiercely, and the snows rushed in melted and 
resounding torrents down the dells and abysses; 
but night came, and frost, with a sudden and iron 
grasp, checked every stream, hushed every sound, 
and the moon and stars in resplendent beauty, 
sailed over realms as silent as their own. It was 
a region to have appalled and subdued the stoutest 
human spirit, and to have aroused a longing after 
human society in the soul of the saddest misan- 
thrope, could human life have there existed; but 
Nichar had within him, a desolation which made 
all without dim’ and insensible. The spirit of self- 
accusation was in his soul like an undying fire,— 
baffled hopes clung round him like adamantine 
chains—and despair, with a dull and consuming 
weight, pressed upon his soul, and rendered him 
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feeble as a dying man. At times he would sit 
day and night, for the space of a moon, on some 
lofty crag, as if contemplating the scene below, 
but unconscious of its presence. At times he 
threw himself into a chill cavern which overlooked 
a horrible abyss, that swallowing a mighty torrent, 
sent up an eternal dissonance and vapour. Thus, 
in the deadly lassitude of demolished hope, or 
when his spirit awoke to some more lively per- 
ception of its energies, in vain dreams of all he 
once enjoyed, and an equally vain labour of his 
facultics to strike out some scheme to which hope 
might link itself and arouse him to his fondest 
object,-—the destruction of Lilith—days, weeks, 
months, and years passed away. At length he 
once more shook from his wings the lethargy that 
had 0 long oppressed them, and in the strength, 
not of exultation, but of despair, he bent his Aight 
to the lower earth, 

He speedily saw that striking changes had been 
wrought in the world, since he last gazed on it. 
Denne and shaggy forests had spread themselves 
over immense regions. ‘The inferior animals had 


multiplied by thousands, and peopled air, water, 
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and field. The clang and cries of birds, the roar 
and bellowing of beasts, everywhere resounded. 
Many-coloured wings flitted amongst the tree- - 
tops; the wild ass, the horse, and striped zebra, in 
untamed troops, scoured the hills and plains, and 
the lordly elephant moved in calm majesty through 
the woods. But evil! evil was amongst- them ! 
There was blood and oppression, the roar of 
devouring rage, the shrick of the suffering victim 
everywhere; and Nichar knew that the curse of 
his deed was going on in its strength. 

He again beheld the human habitation. It had 
assumed a more cheerful and home-like aspect. 
Climbing plants had hidden the reeds, and over- 
grown them with beauty and blossoms. The more 
gentle creatures had congregated around it, as if 
they retained their primal allegiance to man. ‘The 
milk-white dove, like an emblem of purity and 
domestic affection, basked upon its roof; the 
swallow made its nest there, and twittered as with 
the voice of contentment; beasts of various kinds 
reposed in the fields around; and, sporting with 
the kid and the lamb on the heath, be beheld the 
first two children of the race—creatures fair as the 

63 
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cherubim of heaven. Could he have banished from 
his bosom all ptescience and reflection, over these 
he would have wept tears of joy, and have lingered 
near them with a feeling of reviving happiness ; 
but he knew too well, what woe and change hung 
over them! He knew how the leaven of darkness 
would mould their forms and natures into some- 
thing widely different to what they then were. 
How from those soft and blooming germs, must 
spring stems of ruggedness—hardness that would 
inflict—or gentleness that must suffer evil; and he 
turned away in bitterness, that his deed could blast 
things lovely and happy as these. 

He beheld Adam come forth to his morning 
sacrifice. ‘Time had yet made no sensible change 
in his person, except conferring a deeper gravity 
of aspect; but in his fallen state, he still walked 
erect us the lord of the world; and his stately 
trend—his majestic frame and countenance—his 
locks, that shook their crisped gold upon his ample 
shoulders, were kingly. Eve followed, glowing 
in matronly beauty, and with looks of reverence 
and regard, that proved that the fall had not been 
able to alienate the first affections of the pair. 
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aspirations, and every moment grew more and 
more vehement in supplication, Nichar cast his 
eyes to the ground, and beheld Eve fallen pros- 
trate at the foot of the altar, her hands wreathed 
wildly in her hair, and her whole frame trembling 
with the agitation of wretchedness. 

It was here !—he beheld it! His work had not 
missed its effect. Misery had made man his 
certain prey. The light and glory of his life 
were gone—he was a creature of fear and mortal 
.care, Calmness might assume its place on his 
brow, but it had no security, or permanent abode 
there: passion and pain soon hurled it from its 
station—the barb was still in the wounded heart, 
and would rankle for ever ! 

The weeping and self-accusing angel turned 
away. His woe admitted of no aggravation,—to 
have lost his own happiness, and have destroyed 
that of a world, were his crime and his doom; the 
only poor consolation yet left him, was to fly from 
the presence of the evil which he had awoke, but 
had no power to arrest,—he fled. 

He pursued his flight indifferent to its direction ; 
his thoughts were in the scene which he had wit- 
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nessed; but presently his attention was aroused 
by the appearance of an angel whom he beheld * 
rapidly careering in the distance. Another and 
another followed. At the first view they appeared 
spirits of heaven, but he quickly recognised them 
as belonging to the fallen legions. He observed, 
too, that more every moment shewed themselves in 
the same track, issuing from or speeding to one 
point in the horizon. In that direction, he felt 
persuaded, lay the place of their resort—the place 
whither they bad conveyed Lilith. An instant, an 
irresistible desire seized him to discover it. As 
his only means of effecting his design, he took the 
hated form and aspect of one of the accursed tribe 
—the assumed shape of heaven, which they were 
proud to wear, but which shewed through it the 
traces of internal ruin, He loathed the disguise,— 
he would fain have nought in common with the 
detested race; but could he effect through it the 
destruction of their pernicious prize—of Lilith, 
he deemed it cheaply won. 

It was near sunset, when, as he reached the 
summit of a lofty chain of hills, he beheld, at once, 
below him, a mighty and most magnificent.city. 
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It occupied the whole area of a wide, delicious 
valley, round which the hills on which he rested, 
ran in a fine but irregular sweep, leaving at the 
east an opening through which a great river, after 
having traversed the city in a multitude of separate 
streams, rolled its re-united waters. The walls, 
which glowed in the last rays of the west, like 
molten gold, were of a stupendous height, crowned 
at intervals with towers, and stretched along the 
feet of the hills in a sinuous circuit of twenty 
leagues. It was a city, calculated by its amplitude 
and splendour, for the capital of the world. Within, 
palaces and temples of glorious aspect and vast 
dimensions were seen, scattered amidst the most 
delightful gardens, groves, flowery fields, and 
gleaming waters; around it, the mountains sloped 
away in many wild and beautiful forms, exhibiting 
open, heathy tracts, deep glens, dark forests, and 
every feature that can attract the eye and the 
imagination ; while the very heavens, as if emulous 
to do honour to so noble a city, glowed westward 
one wide flush of crimson ; and its clouds, resting 
their extremities on the glittering peaks of the 


mountains, stretched through the blue concave in 
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vaulted lines and masses of tumultuous, billowy, 
and fretted gold, of the intensest lustre and of 
various hues,—a gorgeous and indescribable 
canopy ! 

‘As Nichar gazed upon it, in sad and boding 
wonder, a passing spirit alighted, and fixed upon 
him a regard full of surprise and curiosity. 
“ Whence comest thou, melancholy spirit?” he 
said advancing, “for I recognise thee not. Yet, 
methinks thou art one of our race, and shouldst 
not therefore be all unknown.” 

“It matters little,” Nichar replied, “who I am, 
it is enough that I am wretched. Canst thou give 
me rest?” 

“Rest! Are not thine eyes, even now, on the 
city of rest ?” he asked. 

“1 see a city,” said Nichar, “but I know not 
whether rest be there—I know not even its name.” 

“ Knowest thou not its name!” exclaimed the 
spirit in the highest surprise, “« then again I say,— 
who art thou? Art thou from the Fiery Land, 
and hast thou not heard of Ukinim, the city of the 
bricks of gold? Hast thou trodden the burning 
soil of Tartarus, and sighed for ages to escape to 
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some more temperate clime, and didst not hear 
that triumphant acclaim which resounded through 
the dolorous regions,—that earth, the new, the 
fair, the delightful earth was ours? Didst thou 
not hear it? Didst thou not echo it, with a . 
million of voices, that with one sudden and astound- 
ing shout, burst wide the gates of torture, and 
gave egress to ten thousand uncontrolable spirits, 
that with frantic avidity fled forth at the glorious 
tidings? Wast thou not one? Canst thou be 
but newly arrived? Hast thou wandered far into 
some obscure corner of the universe, and hast not 
heard; but what nook is so obscure, so distant, 
that the glad news has not reached? ‘The wingless 
and unwieldy natures of the fiery deeps,—those vast 
monsters which are plunged into the molten floods 
of pain, to make torment more horrible,—lift up 
their dragon heads, and fill hell with their hideous 
crieg, at the description of these delicious abodes. 
How, I ask thee again, art thou a stranger here?” 
“TI am not ignorant of this,” said Nichar,— 
‘ these tidings have not escaped me. I have heard 


too of Lilith; dwells she not here? 
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are in Ukinim, each tenanted with the marble or 
molten “image of our chief; each standing with 
open portals; and men shall enter and worship. 
‘Wouldst thou win a shrine? Be bold, and thou 
mayest. But come, let us enter, and see how 
fair Ukinim is.” 

At once they stretched their wings and descended. 
As they approached, Nichar was impressed with 
increasing astonishment. The walls were lofty, as 
though they would defy all but spiritual ingress, and 
massy as if built for eternity. The bricks, of solid 
and refulgent gold, were such as men with all their 
science could not raise. The gates were of sheeted 
adamant, set in a heavy frame-work of embossed 
gold, and imbedded in pondrous towers of the same 
precious metal. Their opening was like the re- 
moving of a mountain, but effected with the har- 
monious case of the lightest wicket. But when 
they entered, how enchanting was the effect! In- 
numerable flowers, of wonderful forms and colours, 
filled the air with their balmy odour; the fig, the 
vine, the date, and palm, exhibited every where 
their luxuriant forms, and a thousand other beau- 


teous trees showered their blossoms on the path, 
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and extended their fruits to the hand; fountains 
were seen scattering their silvery waters on fair 
lawns, and the most exquisite statues discovered 
themselves at every turn. 

Round the whole city ran a broad terrace of 
white marble, so broad that a nation might walk 
there, leading on the one hand by flights of easy 
steps up to the towers on the wall, and on the other 
by similar ones down into the gardens and groves 
of the city, which from this elevation lay in one 
wide view of beauty and magnificence. Fountains 
and statuary adorned the terrace through its whole 
extent, and the softest breezes reached it with their 
inspiriting freshness. It was a work on which the 
eye of Nichar, although accustomed to the architec- 
ture of heaven, rested with the deepest wonder. 

Bat the wonder was increased when he turned to 
the city itself. It was a city of palaces! Vast 
chains of those splendid buildings stretched far as 
the eye could reach, overlooking the loveliest 
seenes; but the far greater number were situated 
each in the midst of its own paradise. Magnificent 
arcades, formed of columns of surprising loftiness 
and of the richest material and workmanship, formed 
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imposing approaches to many, keeping the spec- 
tator, as he advanced, in equal admiration of their 
own nobility, and of the varied openings which pre- 
sented themselves on cither hand into delicious 
gurdens, lawns beautified by the choicest creations 
of the sculptor, and cool, shadowy labyrinths of 
wood and copse. ‘The structures themselves were 
of various species of marble—the roofs uniformly 
of burnished gold; colonnades and peristyles whose 
towering columns were of pure sardonyx or st- 
phire, adorned their fronts, and bore pediments and 
freizes where the most animated groups were 
wrought in bas-relief. “Within, the scene of laxu- 
rious splendour was marvellous. Halls of imperial 
amplitude presented Gn all sides paintings in whieh, 
to the truth and vivacity of life, were added the 
Tichness of imagination, and the intensest interest 
of extrnordinary events, We gaze in enchantment 
on the works of our fellow men, and are ready to 
deify these whose hands have portrayed scenes in 
which we live a higher life than that of earth, 
and gather feelings and aspirations that lift us to- 
wards more intellectual worlds; but here the artists 
were amonget the highest intelligences of God's 


- 
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the fallen race. There they stood, imaged in their 
primeval beauty, without one trace of the scathing 
thunder, or one withering stain. Nichar gazed in 
trembling amazement at the audacity of their pre- 
sumption. One arch-rebel had even assumed the 
lightnings of the Most High; others had clothed 
themselves in the attributes of strength, wisdom, or 
benevolence; all bore the insignia of godhead and 
dominion; forms that in after ages won the worship 
of wisest nations, and spread their power and re- 
nown through the earth. 
A strain of wild music suddenly awoke, and 
. Nichar started fiom the reverie into which these 
objects had thrown him, to behold a scene of the 
most magical fascination. A thousand brilliant 
lamps filled with splendour those superb halls, and 
cast their blaze, like stars, upon those transparent 
floors of ruby or amethyst, where he who trod be- 
held his reflection below him as in a mirror; around 
him numberless spirits, in glorious shapes, went to 
and fro, in sportive or eager converse, and through 
a lofty, open door, he saw various groups, dancing 
to the sound of that music which had startled him. 


«Without, gleamed far and wide innumerable lights, 
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or command, sate that refulgent and voluptuons 
figure, worshipped’ im after ages at a thousand 
shrines with passionate devotion, as the goddess of 
Beauty and Love. Tnnumerable spirits: thronged 
around, ready with unwearied zeal to spread before 
her the luxuries of every clime, and to solace her 
with music and the incense of flatteries and sighs 
By night, they guarded the apartment of her repose 
with sleepless vigilance, and in forms of living firey 
by day, when she issued abroad into her luxurious 
gardens, or trod majestically the cool pavement of 
some breezy colonnade, they attended her in 
various guises: some, as groat and gallant spirits; 
some, as light and laughing nymphs; and others, 
sporting before her as winged and infantine 
cherabim ; or mounting her gorgeous bark, to the 
sound of triumphal music, they spread their purple 
sails, and glided in dreaming luxury through the 
fair scenery which the great river commanded ! 
Such was this dazzling creature—such the mode 
of her existence, Even Nichar could not avoid 
the admiration which her presence excited, but it 
was fraught with no feeling of attachment or of 
homage. He had suffered too severely for her 
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spirits of evil. It did not escape them, that he 
failed to adore their idol. Their suspicions were 
awoke, and many eyes were on him when he ob- 
served them not; yet he felt that he was an object 
of distrust, and knew not how soon they might 
penetrate his intention. It was necessary to be at 
once circumspect and resolved. His object was 
. dear to his soul as heaven itself, but it must be 
speedily accomplished, or abandoned for ever. He 
was consumed by inexpressible anxiety. Still he 
watched, and waited, and hoped in vain. The 
same pageants were before him, the same eyes 
around; but not a moment came, in which he might 
dare his attempt with probability of success, though 
he himself were overwhelmed with the whole 
weight of infernal vengeance. At length, such an 
instant scemed his. Unexpectedly—suddenly it 
came upon him. As he entered a grotto in the 
gardens of Lilith, about noon, he saw a figure 
reposing in the shade, It was her's! in all her 
She lay, and slept!—He stood 
of suspicious wonder;—it was 


glowing beaut, 






during a momen 
she! and no creature near—not one attendant 


spirit—not one living and vigilant eye! It was a 
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arduous, and uncertain, The most powerful pas- 
sions, both in pursuers and pursued, urged them 
on, But Nichar recked little for their malice; 
fiercer tormentors than they, were in his bosom; 
he was a mighty angel, and perbaps, though he 
deemed himself adandoned, heaven might favour 
his fight:—he prevailed! His implacable foes 
returned to earth, and he, abjuring it in his soul 
for ever, pursued his solitary flight through space. 


CHAPTER III. 


It was a melancholy journey on which Nichar 
was bound. In the earth which he left, hope had 
abandoned him; in the ten thousand worlds which 
lay before him, it dwelt not for him. His spirit, 
perpetually mourning over its error, and its tre- 
mendous consequences, had exerted all its powers, 
valled forth all its ingenuity, consumed all its 
prayers to quench the evil which it had elicited; 
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but it had now assumed a shape and vigour which 
mocked his individual efforts. It was not for him to 
cope with united hell; and God shrouded himself 
in inexorable silence. Earth therefore offered to 
him but despair and its worst agonies; and the 
” wide world-peopled universe, what did it promise? 
the melancholy liberty of the restless spirit, which, 
wrang with its internal and ever-urging pain, 
“seeketh rest but findeth it not.” He sped on— 
and as he winged his way across the mighty flood 
of eternity, and beheld his form imaged in its 
silent depths, he was struck with horror at the 
change which woe and despair had wrought in 
him. That high and glorious form which he wore 
in the glad land of heaven, now floated onward 
like a dim and waning meteor; and his grief- 
darkened countenance, changed as that of a spirit 
of evil, was the saddest sight in nature, since its 
expression was not that of malignancy, but woe. 
He involuntarily shrunk back from his course— 
that star, towards which he was advancing, though 
beaming at the distance of many million leagues, 
appeared already too near. On what light and 
happy coast would he dare to shew that melancholy 
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ruin of a form? What had he to do with sun- 
shine, and the sounds of contented existence? 
No! some dismal globe, some chaos of death and 
silence, would be more welcome objects. He 
tured aside, pursued another course, and anon 
descried a faint orb glimmering before him. He 
approached. It was a dreary and lifeless object; 
a globe covered with an universal sea. No moun- 
tains broke its surface, no islands studded its watery 
bosom, no creatures were visible in ite mighty 
depths,—it was a regular, but unanimated sphere. 
But Nichar saw that the presence of God was 
there ; his spirit hovered over it, preparing it for 
the future abode of life. Anon it reeled, as with 
some mighty but unseen stroke; a low, hollow 
murmur came as from its heart. Its waters, one 
moment motionless as a mirror, the next were 
hurried to and fro, and became covered with a 
dark foam. Louder, more threatening sounds, 
like internal thunders, broke from the bosom of 
the labouring globe; it shuddered and staggered, 
as if its huge frame was rent with convulsive 
pangs. Its waves were thrown against the very 
heavens; louder and wilder became the internal 
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poured forth deafening thunders, and torrents of 
liquid flames. As he gazed silently, he saw sud- 
denly a still more marvellous spectacle, He saw 
the solid mass of the globe heave itself from the 
waters which had covered it, and lift itself here 
and there, in mountains and chains of mountains, 
to the very clouds, Like giants rising from the 
sleep in which they were created, these enormous 
masses of eternal rock. raised themselves,;—hage, 
dark, and silent, and stood where they should stand 
for countless agea,—the balwarks and the wonder 
of future beings. By degrees the fiery evolutions 
abated, but the world was not at rest. Its whole 
surface, from hemisphere to hemisphere, beaved 
und. undulated like heavy waters, and the most 
dolorous and melancholy sounds and wailings were 
heard throughout all its regions. But Nichar saw 
that the most astonishing changes had been 
effected. The ocean, which before had covered 
the whole world, had shrunk into half its former 
apparent size, It had retreated into the depths 
and’ hollows of the lacerated globe; and had left 
‘bare, vast continents and islands, and ridges of 
awful hills. It was a scene of the most terrific 
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the displaced ocean had left upon its plains, was 
becoming gradually dry and solid; and vegetation, 
with « wonderfal Juxuriance, had sprung up and 
covered them. There were, it was true, immense 
regions of dreary and impassable morasses; and the 
streams not having yet worn for themselves well- 
defined channels, spread far and wide, and made 
vast tracts, anapproadhable except to birds and ame 
phibious creatures. The ocean abounded with life. 
Whales, almost numberless, sported unwieldily in 
wide, solitary waters, undisturbed by enemies; and 
wonderful ereatures, like large and living ships, 
furnished with paddles instead of feet, with long 
and fincly tapered bodies, glittering with scales of 
every hue, and rearing aloft their arched, serpentine 
necks, durted to and fro on the waves with the 
speed of lightning. Their keen, sharp beads firr- 
nished with large resplendent eyes, plunged ever 
and anon into the deep, and brought up their 
never-failing. prey. By the broad and abundant 
rivers, similar creatures basked with the ferocious 
crocodile amongst the Aoating lilies and lotus flow- 
ers, or lurked amid the lofty reeds and palin-like 
ferns. Throughout the vast plains, the mammoth, 
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their haunts. It was a scene whicl filled Nichar 
with wonder. He watched the crimson-crested and 
winged dragons pursue from cliff to cliff the lange 
birds of ocean ; he saw the ponderous hippopotamus 
and tapir, plunge sullenly in the river deeps ms be 
approached; he beheld the jocund and wind-winged 
unicorns scour the rocky hills, and great and won 
drous brutes for which we have now no names, arn 
he queried whercfore the divine Wisdom had created 
a world only to give it up to such monstrous and 
irrational natures. A moment's reflection, however, 
suggested to him, that it might be only produced 
by that benevolent spirit, which fills every portion 
of the universe with life and its attendant enjoy- 
ment, whilst it prepared the world for future and 
nobler existences; to convert its rapid and rampant 
vegetation into soil, till another change should sweep 
them away; and even now, while he pondered on 
their destiny, their time was come. The ocean 
rising with all its billows, rushed over the lands, 
and again retiring, left the huge curcasses of the 
bestial gencration imbedded in its mud. The san 
again specdily dried the recking surface, green and 
tender herbage began to spring, trees to shoot 
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Perhaps too, he might hope that time had effected 
more than he himself bad been able to do; that 
God, perhaps, had ere then arisen to resene his 
creation from the infernal natures, and had expelled 
them from the earth. Whatever were the hopes 
or motives which had attracted him, he stood once 
more on our planet, and in a moment's glance com- 
prehended an infinitade of pain and disappointment. 
‘The enrse wis still operating there, with tremen- 
dous, far-spread, and daily accelerating force. The 
demons were in power and multitude resistless. 
Man had multiplied in incredible mambers, and 
crime and toil had rolled over tho earth like a yast 
and desolating torrent. ‘The first-born man had 
killed his brother, ‘Those two cherub-like creatures 
on which he had gazed with tears of affectionate 
and painfal sympathy, kad grown sp, one te a 
murderer, the other to his victim! ‘The race had 
been rent into two tribes; the one abandoning, the 
other abhorring its counterpart, Had not Nichar 


“beheld the first parents still dwelling in their ori- 


ginal station, and with numbers of their descendents 
still adhering humbly, but firmly to their faith and 
attachment to heaven, he would bave suspected that 
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lament over their graves, and the hearts which 
clang te them for comfort and suppert, to bleed 
with the sudden and rude rending of their affec- 
tions. Abroad, they were often compelled to stand 
for their lives against the bloodthirsty sons of Cain, 
and to be perpetually on the watch aginst sur 
prise, plunder, and death; and even on their do- 
mestic hearths, spite of all their prayers and efforts 
to suppress it, the evil leaven pervading and in- 
flaming their passions, roused the cry of discord, 
and made wounds in the very heart of love. 

A joyless scene was this for Nichar to contem- 
plate; but it was a paradise to what awaited him 
in the cities of Cain. There evil bad so perfectly 
triumphed, that human nature was no longer dis- 
tinguishable from that which corrupted it—men 
from devils Nichar gazed in astonishment at the 
determined and ingenious perversion of every 
understanding and faculty ; every blessing woke, 
instead of its appropriate feeling, one hateful and 
revolting. He saw with wonder, how profusely 
God showered his gifts of strength and beauty 
upon the race,—such forms and countenances had 
scarcely their superiors in heaven; but in their 
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lent and greedy. and tailing upon the neighbouring 
lands or cities, siew the inhabitants, took possession 
of their aomes, and instead of curses, were hailed 
with acelamarions of praise. The wretch who had 
scraped vogether wealth, which he had not a sal 
co difuse in happiness piled it in secret vessels, 
and received homage for it. as if the consents of 
his pots had been virtues of the soul. The eye of 
merciless desire wandered abroad upon everything 
thar was fair, and sought darkness, to perpetrate 
its unhallowed purposes, Mirth wore but the 
mask of joy: it was an effervescence of reck- 
less licentiousness. The good things of Pro- 
vidence, raised not their eyes to heaven in 
gratitude. but turned them on the earth in callous 
and swollen pride. The poor was not regarded 
with sympathy, but contempt. All was evil: the 
sun revealed it: the night fostered it; it grew 
from day to day; it spread from land to land, 
The innocence of childhood speedily vanished in 
the turbulence of distempered passion: manhood 
hardened into malice, oppression and revenge; and 
terminated in blasphemy and despair. Such was 
human life ! 
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ed in the sun's maging Daze. A few skeleton 
fabrics a few scattered and coraised columns were 
seen within the area. and amongst them stood a 
rude tent. with work-tools thrown about on the 
ground : and at some distance, he descried a group 
of people busy at their labour. He drew near and 
gazed in increasing wonder. at the scanty numbers, 
so enormously disproportionate to the task before 
them. It was a circumstance which appeared to 
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him as strange as tho choice of site for the city 
itself, Exposed in this sterile plain, to the burning 
beams of the sun, unbroken by a single tree; 
around, not smiling fields offering support and 
refreshment to both body and mind, but ferocious 
expanses, which threatened famine and exhanstion; 
which did not give birth to one scanty spring. 

As he pondered on these singular facts, he 
beheld a man issue from the tent, and advance with 
a solemn, and, as itseemed to him, sad step towards 
the builders. He paused near him, leaning on a 
rugged and knotted staff, and gazed upon the 
labourers in silence, ‘They also in silence pursued 
their toil, Nichar glanced at him for a moment— 
it was the first-born of men, Cain the fratricide ! 
He gazed on him with a strange and fearful foeling. 
He ran with admiration over his tall and tower-lile 
form,—built as for eternal dominion,—sinewed as 
for invincible strength and fleetness, He looked at 
his countenance ;—but his eye recoiled, smitten ax 
with the blinding Aish of the Almighty. God! 
what a stamp hadst thou affixed on that brow! It 
was as if the thunder of Omnipotent Vengeance 
had launched itself full in the centro of that ample 
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forehead, shielding the life from its power, but 
leaving an everlasting and terrific scar. Sanguine 
in hue, and seared to adamantine hardness, deep- 
ploughed corrugations encircled it, meeting there 
as a fearful centre of lines drawn from every 
feature, and drawing thither the eye of the spec 
tator, fall where it would, as by an irresistible 
spell. The first glimpse of that disastrous brow, 
produced in the beholder a sense of terror that not 
even an angel could escape; but that once past, 
it gave place to a feeling of commiseration, that 
again drew the eye, and enabled it to endure the 
baleful vision. Nichar again fixed his glance upon 
this awful man, and read with a pitying heart the 
traces of pain and cruel vengeance upon him, 
Time had not bowed, nor weakened him; but tem- 
pests from without and from within had grizzled 
his short clustering locks and crisped beard, and 
stamped on his countenance the hardness of invin- 
cible endurance. His eye was large, and appa- 
rently calm; but there came from its depth some- 
thing mingled with the expression of his other 
features, which told that it was not the calmness of 
repose of which it testified, but that of stern sup- 
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“But why,” said Nichar, ‘“shouldst thou toil, 
who art the father of mighty and affluent nations, 
while they, thy children, live in ease and festivity? 
Methinks it were better to dwell amongst them, at 
once the parent and the prince; to behold their 
prosperity, and receive their affectionate reve- 
rence.” 

“T tell thee,” replied Cain, “the curse is not 
past! and where there is abundance, there it it 
its strength. Hast thou not seen in those cities, 
what thou fain wouldst not have seen? Thon 


hast! I know it. I have seen the curse, creeping 





like a pestilence amongst the riches which my 
children have gathered—beneath the vines where 
they revel, round the couches where they repose. 
Thave turned, and spurned it, and stamped upon 
it, and fought with it as with a dragon; but it was 
too strong for me, and I have fled from its presence. 
I tell thee, the barrenness and the fierce burning 
which thou seest here, exhibit not the invineible 
curse a thousandth part so hatefully, as do those 
shining halls and flowery gardens. He has cursed 
the ground, and so be it! I seek not to enjoy his 
gifts for nothing. I would have nought but what 
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to manifest his will; or should call from the 
darkness of his invisible sanctuary, to announce 
to us what it is. Let us rather seek that mani- 
festation in his goodness that surrounds us. And 
has he not sent thee much good? Let this per- 
suade thee of his forgiveness and acceptance. Has 
he not given thee children numerous as the stars, 
fair as the children of heaven, and planted them in 
prosperous habitations? ‘Thou hast been the first 
to destroy life! It may be wise to mark the deed 
with disapprobation, that it be not imitated. But 
since that testimony of disapproval, hast thou not re- 
ceived from his hand continual and manifold good ?” 

«I have destroyed a life! Ah! a precious life! 
Precious tv me, even in the memory of many 
hundred years. I have destroyed a life !—but I 
have given origin to thousands. Can there be no 
cancelling of the single evil? Can there be no 
compensation” « Compensation !” said Nichar; 
* dost thou talk of compensation? ‘Thou hast de- 
stroyed a life, thou sayest; but hast given origin to 
thousands. Dost thou forget that the one life de- 
stroyed was a fountain of life as prolific as thy own? 
that thine is the gift of the same divine being of 
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CHAPTER IV. 


NicaR now directed his steps toward the hill- 
country of the Azims. These were of the celestial 
race ; the children of the spirits of heaven and the 
daughters of earth. They were giants and men of 
renown. The singular fame of such a race had 
met him afar off, even amid the dwellings of Seth; 
and as he advanced across the territories of Cain, 
it continually increased. They were daughters 
of the Cainite family, who had won these spirits 
from their skies, and by such a triumph of beauty 
had cast a splendour on their generation of which 
they were in no small degree proud: The might, 
the stature, the spirit, and enterprise of these 
superhuman beings, were the theme of boast and 
wonder wherever he came. Their land was now 
before him. He advanced in his assumed form of 
an old man, and entered their regions, They 
were wild, but beautiful. Along the feet of the 
hills stretched a delightfully rude wilderness of 
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heaths, aromatic herbs, and odorous flowers of 
innumerable varieties, whoro troops of antelopes, 
goats, wild asses, and the shy ostrich, were ovca- 
sionally seen between thickets of dates, myrtles, 
junipers. and fragrant balsam trees. Deep valleys 
ran wp amongst precipitous ridges, watered by 
dashing streams, and here and there spreading 
themselves out into sloping Inwns of beilliant 
verdure, shadowed by dark eypresses and pines,— 
scenes of rich and retired beauty, which might 
have inspired the hand of the painter or the heart 
of the poet, liad thoy then oxisted, As Nichar 
ascended, broad tracts of mountain forest expanded 
before him,—here dense and dark, there scattering 
their mighty trees of oak and kingly cedar widely, 
shewing beneath their ample range of boughs, 
mossy turf, where the hunter or the shepherd 
might delight to Hie, and send their gaze far around 
through scenes of solitary beauty and stirring 
grandear; into nooks and retreats of silence and 
shadow, where quict water wickled, or lay in pro- 
found repose; where the wild ferns and flowers 
nodded from the rocks, and some nimble and 
climbing animal amused {tself with its own activity, 
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all unconscious of the solitude around; then again, 
over some deep and rock-rent dell, where cataracts 
were heard but not seen, except by the ascending 
spray, where swift-winged birds darted to and fro, 
and the lordly eagle came soaring in solemn 
majesty, and ever and anon filled the desert with 
his clanging ery; where the palm and the acacia 
lifted their graceful heads from their rocky stations, 
as if to look down into the awful depths below; 
or again, up green and sunny slopes, where rich 
and velvet turf, sprinkled with bright and golden 
blossoms that trembled to the breeze, tempted the 
foot to approach it; and finally, to the bare and 
azure summits of the mountains themselves, 

Such were the scenes which the poet or painter, 
the hunter or shepherd might have found; such 
were they which Nichar explored, as he ascended 
to the dwellings of the Azim chieftains, It was a 
land of unreclaimed and bold beauty. He saw no 
traces of cultivation, but in many a lovely valley 
scattered herds, and on the hills flocks of goats, 
and sheep as wild and active as the goats them- 
selves, He beheld youths and damsels watching 
their flocks, and making the rocks echo to their 
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parents had impressed them with the highest and 
purest notions of the divine nature, and warned 
them to avoid the licentious idolatry, but too 
prevalent in the race of Cain. From time to time 
they appeared amongst them, to strengthen their 
spirits, and to guard them from some pressing evil 
or temptation. Nichar communed with them on 
the creation and destinies of man: he went beck 
with them into regions of earlier and higher 
histories, The creation of angels in far-off ages; 
the happy realms, occupations, and blissful lives of 
spiritual natures; the dark temptations ; the secret 
and widely-creeping seditions ; the dreadful burst- 
ing forth of rebellion; the wars, the horrors, the 
sweeping destruction, which almost emptied the 
glorious land of its inhabitants; the realms of 
infinite torture ; the unlocking of the penal gates; 
the escape of the blasted and malignant hosts to 
earth; their haughty and arrogant seizure of it; 
their audacious abode in the face of heaven itself, 
and all their arts and designs upon men; the 
crimes and miserics they spread wide amongst 
them,—were frequent themes of the Azims and 
the concealed angel. He heard more than once 
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their ardent eyes upon the glittering, starry ex- 
panse, and dream and speculate, with the foud 
affection of the female bosom, on all the charms of 
the spirit-realm—on all the affectionate happiness 
"of its fair inhabitants; and Nichar, filled with a 
languishing and inextinguishable regret, would 
give, by his words, such a colouring to their de 
sires and imaginations, as diffused through them 
inexpressible sensations of astonishment and de- 
light. Unsuspicious of his real nature, they 
regarded him as the highest and wisest of men; 
as one who had communed long and often with 
the celestial natures,—who was intrusted with the 
knowledge of mysteries, which even their fathers 
had not dared to open to their yet inexperienced 
youth, They looked on him with love and wonder. 
Hlis words were full of a sad but irresistible elo~ 
quence, which disturbed them with its sound, bot 
yet more by its cessation. They listened to his 
xolemn language, delivered in a gentle but pene- 
trating tone, with a quiet and apparently composed. 
manner; yet with a power, which roused them 
like the sound of a trumpet, and poured through 
their hearts the most restless and ineffable desires. 
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princes saw with grief and indignation the spread- 
ing mischief. Day and night the imminent peril 
of their happy people haunted them. They watched, 
warned, and expostulated; but saw, with increasing 
anger, the faces of those amongst their hearers who 
heard in silence, but with eyes in which lived 
neither conviction nor content. Day after day 
brought the news of some fresh and sorrowful de- 
fection. Now some troop of youths suddenly arose, 
and calling on their companions to join them, 
marched forth amid the vain cries and prayers, and 
dliinging arms of parents, friends, and betrothed 
maidens. Now secretly stole away some staid or 
distinguished man, on whom a thousand hopes and 
duties had rested, perhaps from the very presence 
and confidence of the chiefs themselves. The evil 
was become urgent and alarming; and there wanted 
bat a word to rouse all the valour of the land into 
open warfare on the apostate race. That word 
hovered on the lips of Nichar. The cause was his, 
It involved the whole strength and deathless desires 
of his being: the sole hope—if hope it might be 
maid to be—which could give that being a motive. 
To rush down, followed by a powerful and zeal- 
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inspired nation, upon the accursed city—to extin- 
guish the accursed life—the object of all his toils 
and cogitations through ages—to break up the 
strongholds of the demon-powers—to disperse and 
chase them from the earth—to throw down their 
images—to annihilate their temples and their 
worship—to break the insolence of their devotees 
—to put them to shame and confusion, for their 
foolish and grovelling idolatry —to restore the 
homage of the Most’ High, and to diffuse it 
through the earth with all its purity and light, 
and its unnumbered and everlasting blessings.— 
Oh! the thought was too much, for even the 
equanimity of an angel! 

Nichar and the Azim chiefs sate one day in 
the mountain cave of the valley of Heph, by 
the mountain lake Zodarn. It was in the most 
naked and desolate. tract of the hill-country of 
the Azims. It had neither tree, nor human abode. 
It bordered on the northern desert, and was itself 
a place unblest with a single trace of vegetation. 
Bare, red, rocky mountains enclosed a narrow vale 
of sand. The lake was a sheet of dark water, 
surrounded by high cliffs of sullen red, which 
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ing acai ransucent basin of 
waser; its broud-spreading svcamores: its closter 
of paimtatched bu came deliciously to my 
thoughts, and I pressed forward to share the sweet 
repose of its inhabitants. As I came to the opening 
of the rocks which shewed it before me, and felt 
the living breeze which for ever plays there, I 
heard the sound as of a rural festival. I drew 
near, and beheld a hideous sight. Beneath the 





sycamore of the fountain, stood an image of marble 
—a small image of n woman! Truly it was fair 
as an angel !—but it wns the image of a woman !— 
and around it kneeled, a circle of grovelling wor- 
shippers! I rashed forward, and seizing the 
worshipped form, dashed it against the tree. Tbs 
head flew against the rock, and dispersed in atoms. 
The throng stood pale and dismayed. But a 
fiendish yell arose near me; and Mogunn, once 
my chief berdsman—now dark and sallow, and with 
a countenance devilish with disturbing passions, 
darted towards me with fixed and grinding teeth, 
and «mote at me with his dagger, With the 
fragment of his goddess yet in my hand, I beat 
him with a blow to the earth. The rest fied, 
shrieking to their huts,”” 

‘The Azims gazed for a space on each other, 
in awful amaze; Nichar stood and trembled. 
Anguish and remorse ognin seized him; but 
speedily indignation kindled upon his heart; and 
turning to his friends, he exclaimed, “Yes —the 
time ix come!—the demons: have too long been 
permitted to spread their power, —to destroy 
luman peace. Chieftains, will you wait till 
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At once appeared, as it were, a néw constella- 
tion kindled in the heavens,—a cluster of stars 
more resplendent than all others of the nightly 
hosts; and every moment they became more and 
mere brilliant. A mortal might have seen them, 
and wondered at the magnificent phenomenon; 
but Nichar knew its real nature; the Azims knew 
it, and stood with their faces fixed with immove- 
able earnestness upon the glowing effulgence. In 
a moment they became distinct—a troop of cureer= 
ing angels,—in a moment they were at hand, 
‘They alit with a rush of mighty pinions, and in 
art atmosphere of their own brightness which made 
night roll back from the tower on whose top 
they stood—a vision of glory and beauty incon- 
ceiyable to our pale and far-off fancies. They 
were in number, nearly equal to the Azims them- 
selves, —winged forms of heaven's own unap- 
proachable grace and sublimity. Their plumed 
pinions were as of the sunshine itself, and quivered 
with « pearly radiance that varied at every motion. 
‘Their countenances—Ob ! how unlike the earthly 
visage of man—dimmed and ploughed with fierce 
passions, darkened with crimes, and suidened with 
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notitsend. The Omniscient has not opened, on 
these heads, to us his awful will. With that will 
you may safely assault all the hosts of evil— 
against it, defeat and destruction await you. 
Alas! shall it be our lot to behold these fair and 
happy seats laid waste by your enemies; your 
people slaughtered, enslaved, or corrupted, and 
your own noble forms smitten to the dust? God 
sgrant you a far different fate! Yet, fur be it from 
us to counsel you to an ignoble life. Dare nobly 
for God and for man,—if it accord not with God's 
design to crown your attempts in his cause with 
success, there is another world where his smile 
will await you; and so far a8 is permitted us, our 
warning and approving voice—our helping and 
defending band, shall be with you!” 

“Then success is ours!” exclaimed the Arims. 
“ Courage and sanguine hope are ours—we want 
neither strength nor numbers; and this venerable 


age 

At once all eyes were turned upon Nichar, At 
once every celestial spirit in wonder, cried. 
“ Nichar !"—and Nichar, startled from his disguise, 
swod before them in bis own form. It was a scene 
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of multiplied astonishment. ‘The spirits marvelled 
to bebeld Nichnr thus in their presence, and the 
Azims to discover in their guest that most unhappy 
soul. It was an agonizing moment. The angels 
gazed upon cach other with questioning looks ;— 
“Can we make common cause with this woful 
spirit?” said one. Shall we forbid him to make 
canse with us?" said another. “Shall we crush 
the sorrowful? Shall we banish still farther the 
exile?” asked a third: and another replied, 
“ Heaven is denied to him; but the earth is 
open; and shall he not, if so he willeth, serve 
God im it? Shall we bruise the broken reed? 
‘Shall we push the penitent heart from the foot- 
stool of the Eternal Mercy? Shall we, who have 
made allianee with earth, which God designed not, 
and yet have escaped condemnation, shall we 
judge him, who is already judged with a fearful 
severity ?—No, we are not so commanded ;—surely 
it will not be thus required!” “Nichas,” they 
exclaimed, “our hearts have followed thee in thy 
unhappiness—we will not quench thy righteous 
desires, Indulge them, pursue them, and stand 
up zealously with these for God! But our time 
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is expired.—Prepare your forces. Draw cautiously 
towards the accursed city; and if God forbid not, 
we shall speedily hasten to your aid. Till then 
beware !—forget not for a moment that you have 
to deal with the subtlest of spirits !” 

The glorious troop sprung forth like living 
lightnings towards heaven. The Azims turned 
and beheld Nichar, again shrouded in the form 
of age, kneeling on the floor, on which his tears 
fell like rain. He had heard words of kindly 
sympathy — precious words !— unheard through 
desolate ages—and his soul melted within him. 
They embraced him with affectionate joy—and 
chey descended to their common enterprise. 
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appearances, without their presence being sus- 
pected. Nichar sate upon the same eminence thar 
he had occupied ages ago, and beheld the city 
fie below him in all its princely and paradisiacal 
beauty. ‘Thousands and tens of thousands of 
dwellings had arisen in it since then. Myriads of 
lives swarmed within it; and the hum of pence, of 
secure rejoicing, came up to his sent. He beheld, 
too, the infernal spirits passing to and fro scrom 
the mountains, and marvelled that they appeared 
all anconsciows of the ambushed enemies, He 
trusted God had smitten them with blindness 
preparatory to their confusion, Anxiously be 
awaited the coming of the heavenly spirits. Night 
came down. He descended into the camp, if camp 
that may be called, in which was neither tent nor 
enclosure, except such as thick-spreading trees, 
caverns, and towering crags presented. There he 
found the whole hast of the Azim people, who had 
lain down in the ravines and woody sides of the) 
mountains during the day, were equally ii 
with himself, for the command of their leaders 
cross the naked summits of the hills, and 
upon the town, The army occupied the 
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festal table, Mochal’s radiant face and happy voios, 
kindled the countenances and the words of all 
ethers; and in the chase, that voice was heard 
where, far a-bead, he dashed in reckless extrarae 
gance of physical power and spirits, sending its 
jubilant echoes through the wilderness, In the 
hoary of social ease and retirement, there wax 
Mochal as full of gambol as a child. All eyes 
sparkled at his approach; in every mouth, be was 
the happy Mochal,—the dear, good Mochal! a 
being that dreamed not of power, or dignity, or 
evil. He found life a joyous gift in his boyhood ; 
and he was a boy still, “Time had hitherto wroaght. 
no change in him; and who could tell bow it 
would hereafter influence Aim. Nichar loved him, 
‘The frank gladness of his spirit, communicated its 
sunny contagion even to his darkened soul; and 
Mochal seemed to Jove and lean upon Nichur, ax 
youth is apt to do upon aged wisdom that is clothed 
with kindness. Nichar now found him gay and 
careless of the future, as in his own native haunts, 
He was impatient, indeed, of the restraint of am= 
bush; impatient of delay; impatient to rash down 
to the stir and conquest of Ukinim. 
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At the same midnight hour, descended tens of 
thousands, cach headed by its own gigantic chief, 
and by 3 mighty angel. Durkness and clowds 
favoured them. The city lay in profound gloom 
and silence. No light was visibke—no sound—not 
even the solitary foot-fall of the watchman told of 
the presence of life. The hosts appreached the 
walls: the angels pushed open the mighty gates 
hefare them. On twenty sides, at the same in 
stant, the hosts entered the city. The spirits bade 
them haste onward, and were gone. The Azims 
behold around them in the obscurity of night, the 
shadowy bulk of vast palaces. They passed by 
colossal statues—by fountains, dashing their waters 
sonorously on the night air—by groves and gure 
dens, which “breathed forth delicious fragrance ; 
but all was gloomy snd indistinct, and not a living 
being was abroad. So deep was the silence, that 
the hests heard the regular tread of the counter 
hosts across the city; they heard the river roaring 
over some distant cataract, alternately louder and 
fainter, with the variation of the breeze. The 
imyriad inhabitants slumbered beneath the heavy 
spell of the invading angels, and even the watelery 
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lay stretched in sleep by the way-sides. Anxiously 
the hosts looked before them, expecting every 
moment some sign of contest—some sound of 
assault or victory; but little did they anticipate the 
scene that awaited them. ‘The huge mount and 
palace of Lilith was before thems already they 
descried its monstrous gloom, when at once, a cry, 
such ax might startle the globe on the night of 
judgment, rung forth; and a sudden, dazzling, 
blasting fame burst from the palace. The whole 
stupendous fabric was in an instantaneous glow of 
fire, that rnshed through every apartment, wrapped 
it from end to end, from foundation to roof, in a 
clear, liquid, raging splendour, and roared up in 
terrible volumes to the sky. Higher and wider it 
spread! rushing and rolling in a fierce and vora~ 
cious muss, that seemed not to be merely fed by 
the burning bulk of the palace and temple, but to 
gush up with inextingnishable vehempnce from the 
central fountain of flame. Aloft it stood,—a vast 
trunk of angrily mingling red, yellow, blue, and 
the whiteness of the intensest furnace; throwing 
owt immense volumes of sulphurous and fire~ 
streaked smoke, that formed a terrible canopy to 
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burl each other downwards through the flame, 
Dreadful yells announced, ever and anon, the 
triumph or the torment of the malignant natures: 
the fair spirits, if they suffered, suffered in silence, 
Fearfal and full of wonder, was the scene to these 
below ; more fierce and dreadful it became every 
moment} while the burning palace, which now 
glowed like one clear, molten mass of the intensest 
heat, exploded, with thunderous sounds, red-hot 
‘stones into the air. Frmgments of glowing columns 
were projected, hissing fur and wide; and showers 
of molten gold, from liquescent roofs, scattered 
their fearful drops upon the gozing multitude, and 
raised shrieks of sudden agony. Aloft, unconscious 
of all around, fought the furious spirits, Their 
anger seemed to invest them with momentarily 
angmenting energy ; their forms appeared to glow 
brighter than the element in which they contended, 
and to expand into a terrific vastness. But anon, 
it became apparent that the infernal natures 
quailed, Every stroke of their enemies’ weapons 
was answered by groans and yells. ‘Their forms, 
although accustomed to the power of fire, had lost 
the heavenly vigour which resisted and extin- 





beheld with astonishment little les, their streets 
oceapied by a hostile army. They looked with 
wonder on so vast a multitude come upon them 
they knew not how; upon the singular aspect of 
8 host of Inunters; upon the ‘Titanlan and god-like 
stature of their leaders. The Azims, with equal 
surprise and curiosity, contemplated the soft, effe~ 
minate forms, the gay, luxurious dresses of the 
volaptuous city. Their eyes wandered over the 
vast assemblage of superb abodes, the sculptured 
fountains, the gardens, the airy grots, and gorgeous 
pavilions scattered through them; the sunny waters 
and flowery fields every where spread before the 
charmed sight. It seemed a fit region for the abode 
of gods—a glorions prize, to be won for themselves 
and their posterity forever. And won, it seemed 
already. ‘The city tribes regarded them with awed 
hearts, as their conquerors; and their princes and 
‘senators, in silent procession advancing, laid at 
their fect the insignia of command, and bowed 
themselves to the dust before them. The Azim 
chiefs, accepting their homage, dismnissed them with 
words of courtesy, and lifting up their eyes, gave 
command to their followers to occupy the gutes, 
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and good—we worship and obey. Not till another 
moon can we seek again even the brief nocturnal 
interview which he veuchsafes to our parental love. 
High duties in the highest heavens will till then 
detain ws. Haste, haste then from this place. 
Ye cannot hold it. To romain, is to perish. Yeo 
hare made a glorious attempt; ye have shewn 
yourselves passessors of a power which will free 
you from oggression—reserve yourselves, there- 
fore, for some luppicr opportunity to accom~ 
plish that vow spon the Goddess of all seductive 
vanities, that cannot now be perfected. Haste, 
haste away, Egress is now youry—a few hours 
and it may be lost forever. Away—and the bless- 
ings of God be with you!” They clasped their 
children in their arms, and were gone. 

Alas! what is the strength of human nature? 
What.is its wisdom in the noblest bosoms?) The 
chiefs stood as in a fearful and bewildering dream. 
Could it indeed be the voice of their victorious 
parents which they heard? They had seen them 
assault, route, and pursue their foes; and did they 
come back to counsel them to fiight?—to flight, now 
that with all their powers they were in possession 








of that glorious city? “ Shall we fly?" they ex- 
claimed, “cre we have seen one cause for fear? 
while the whole city is ours? with our strength 
untried—its exertion yet uncalled for? shall we fly 
from the presence of this soft and peaceful people, 
who bend at our feet, and ask only their feeble lives 
at our hands? shall we depart ere we have sought 
and dragged from ber concealment, that pernicious 
being whose fatal presenee has drawn hither our 
angry arms? ere we have beheld the result of 
Nichar's quest ?—Alas! it were to cover ourselves 
with shame—to become the wonder und the deri- 
sion of the earth! Nay—let us at least behold the 
face of danger, and contend with it like men, before 
we flee—Iet us dispose our forces in full readiness 
to hold and to defend our glorious prize, and trast 
in God to purge this fair city of its evil things!” 
Te Was the voice and the spiritof all, Alas! bow 
little did these noble creatures know themselves, 
‘or the work before them. Even now, while they 
talked of disposing their forces for the maintenance 
of their conquest, ftlle did they know how far 
more potent was the influence of the place in 
which they were, upon their followers’ hearts than 
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deeply that influence was operating in their own 
bosoms. They had caught a glimpse of the 
splendours and amenities of the city; of every 
pomp and witchery that can enchain the human 
soal; and vain were all words of warning, from 
within or without, To assert the cause of God; 
and to leave to their children a fair heritage of 
tule and renown ;—these were the brilliant motives 
which their spirits avowed and believed as the . 
moring springs of their deeds and designs;—but, 
ah! how many subtle impulses lay beneath! Lost 
im that intoxication of heart, which many a noble 
nature kat deemed the effect of lofty aspirations, 
and has followed to its cost, they shut from their 
bosoms the voice of their celestial guardians, and 
went, in the fond belief of their own purity of 
purpose, boldly on their way. They roamied with 
wondering eyes through all the various scenes of . 
‘that metropolis of Pleasure; through its palaces, its 
gardens, its elysinn fields; they bebeld its comely 
people mirthful, and disposed to festivity even on 
the day of their subjection; its flower-crowned 
daughters, beautiful as the children of heaven, and 
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endowed with a grace of motion, and with smiles 
that sank like sunshine into the sternest bosom. 
Everything around them had the air of a dream— 
a dream of light, and loveliness, and music, that 
might be expected to melt suddenly as it came, 
‘Tho odours that floated profusely through the 
warm air, seemed charged with the spirit of 
delight; songs, whose tones thrilled through the 
breast with a power of delicious entrancement, 
were heard issuing ever and anon from some hidden 
bower, or the airy seclusion of a tent, spreading 
its blue and golden curtains by the river's brim, on 
some verdant and flowery lawn. 

Through such scenes wandered the Azim lords, 
not untouched by their spells; but they everywhere 
entered the temples, and vindicated the honour of 
their high natures by prostrating the Pagam images, 
and dashing them to atoms in their indignant 
contempt. 

‘The day waned, They beheld from the mount 
of the palace, which they nd chosen for their 
abode, their guards and sentinels moving to amd 
fro on their appointed posts, They beheld them 
slowly pacing the ramparts; they heard the bum of 
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ings, were but an echo of the spirit's. “ Fly. 
fly! the damned crew have borne away the cursed 
Lilith. Through height and depth, through erery 
clement which a spirit can inhabit, I have sought 
ber in vain; and now the impious come, hot with 
implacable revenge for their routed fellows and 
insulted seat of empire. Away! or ye are lost !!" 

At once they rushed abroad, filled with a mighty 
terror, They bade the trumpets sound to arms, 
they flew from place to place to gather their troops 
into hasty array, But who might effect that now? 
Who might burst that shumbrous spell, which now 
the powers of evil had cast upon them, as heavily 
as the spirits of light had cast theirs before upon 
the people of Ukinin? Wherever they went, they 
beheld the terrible traces of a night in whieh 
thoy themselves had lain down to peaceful rest 
‘They beheld the remains of riotous feasts. Tents, 
hulls, vine-trellissed grots wide open to the night, 
and lit with a thousand glimmering lamps dis- 
played tables with the costly apparatus of the 
banquet — golden goblets still overflowing with 
wine, or overturned in floods of their own mee 
tarous liquid; and strewed around lay promiscuous 
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throngs, of every age, sex and character, in deep 
and inebriate sthpor, The farther they went, it 
was only to see spectacles which filled them with 
grief and rage;—spectacles which we cannot paint, 
but which displayed the deadly devastations of one 
fieentious eve. They called upon their followers 
to arise, they shook them roughly in their sleep, 
but it was in vain ;—they beheld with horror, that 
many were sleeping their last sleep. Amid the 
” prostrate groups, there were some who were 
prostrate in death—amid the liquid which flowed 
around them, was some of a deeper purple than 
wine. Riot or treason had done fearful deeds. 
Nichar, impelled by his solicitude, had also flown 
forth to rouse the Azim hosts to flight; he too 
had beheld with a sickening horror the destructive 
agency of insidious license, and was standing in 
despairing sorrow, when his eye was arrested by 
an ominous sight. A sullen redness rose around 
the whole city, like a dull fiery band, occupying 
the lower regions of the sky, and gleaming above 
the walls It was not the light of morning; no 
morning ever yet rose vith so spectral an aspect. 
He felt e sudden sense of horrible foreboding; and 
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rous band, and cutting with irresistible strokes, a 
passage towards the northern gate. It was Teleg! 
—that mighty form could not be another's—that 
Sampsonian strength could be no man's but his 
On he marched! before him the hosts inflamed 
with the rabid malice of bell, recoiled; but 
behind, pressed upon his dense phalanx of follow- 
ers, the numberless infuriate foes. Now he turned 
and scattered them—now strode hastily forward 
to seeure some important station. ‘They reached 
the river,—they crossed the light and airy bridge 
which spanned it like a rainbow. Toleg lingering 
in the rour, with his single arm, repelled the whole 
host of ussailants. Now they followed at his heels, 
like w swarm of horncts—he seized the crowded 
bridge with his mighty hands—it shook — it 
writhed like a huge, convulsive serpent ;—it fell! 
and a dreadful yell arose fram the perishing throng, 
which the witers speedily quenched. The" foe 
reeviled from the river-banks in horrible astonish- 
ment. Teleg led on his host towards the gate. 
It was shut! Again the foo pressed upon his 
diminished numbers, who looked in dismay on the 
closed, massy gates; while from above, the malig- 











nants assrulted them with burning arrows. The 
might of Teleg concentrated itself into one stu- 
pendous effort. He mised the colossal shaft of a 
column that lay near, and driving fiercely against 
the gato with a sound of thunder, it burst wide— 
and the enfranchised band rushed through. Nichar 
felt a transport of joy at the sight: it was of short 
duration, Without the gates, arose the din of a 
terrible conflict; he could behold through the open 
portal, a partial view of fiercely struggling num-= 
hers: —then barst forth a shout of boundless 
triumph; and he bebeld two of the enemy retarn, 
bearing into the city the head of Teleg, sas 
pended from the staff of bis ponderous spear, by 
its long and knotted locks. A crowd followed 
the grisly trophy, singing a pean of victory. 
Alas! the noble Teleg! Nichar's eye recoiled 
from the sight with a dizzy wildness; but it was 
only to fall upon one still more painful. Every 
lofty chief bad vanished from view. Many were 
fallen ;—some fow had escaped, and were fighting 
their way up the mountains, amidst swarms of 
vindictive and harassing pursuers. One alone be 
beheld, posted on a mount just within the wall—bhie 
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band stretehed dead around him; and he, the only 
surviving Azim, defending his life from a million 
weapons. It was Mochal !—the young, the gene- 
rous,—the joyous Mochal! At the sight, Nichar, 
forgetting everything but the peril of the precious 
youth, and writhing vehemently in his chains, called 
aloud—Help! help!” as if his voice could reach 
the struggling remmant who now approached the 
mountain top. Ob, vain !—~be heard but the hellish 
Iaugh of bis grim guardiuns, and saw their fiery 
eyes flash with a vengeful joy. But Mochal, the 
hapless Mochal!—there he was alone! Every 
friendly soul had fallen, or was gone, and the rage 
of war, which had apparently subsided in all the 
other regions of the’ city, guthered only more 
fiercely around him. Like a lion at bay, he bore 
himself with wondrous and undaunted bravery. 
Here, dere, he turned, and at every stroke his 
massy spear made havock, His godlike form, con- 
spicnous afar, and his stupendous deeds, might 
hare filled the fellest antagonist with a deathless 
admiration: but what mortal, however magnifi- 
cently endowed, could cope with that tempest of 
rage? Below, millions of daggers aimed at his 
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terror; whose dark renown filled the universe; and 
whose malignant strength had caused confusion in 
the very heart of heaven. He stood there, a soli~ 
tary and fricadless being, God lad abandoned 
him; no spiritax? natures had espoused his cause; 
the few mortals who had shewn him kindness were 
destroyed; and with the combined hatred of all 
the powers of cruelty against him, he had no hope 
to Jean upon. It was a dreadful sitation ; and’ be 
felt all its hurrors. When he lifted his eyes, and 
glanced round the grim circle that environed him, 
that horror sank tenfold more deeply into his 
being. Those forms, which he had once ketown 
glorious in majesty, and beautiful in brightness, he 
could still recognise,—the features and bearing of 
these pre-eminent spirits were never to be entirely 
changed; but a darkness had passed upon them, 
which but rendered what once constituted the pro- 
mitence of their divine beauty, the exaggeration 
of their present terrifie disfigurement. Sin, the 
violence of muicorous and rending passions, the 
fiery blasts and consuming ardour of their do- 
lorous abodes, bad rendered them hideous to look 
upon. Cruelty and revenge, the evil will, the 
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myvages an infernal majesty of beauty. He sate 
like some mighty and impious being, whom the 
lightning of heaven has suddenly blasted, and left 
fixed on his seat—a warning spectacle for after 
tyrants; and in his right hand he held his pon- 
derous spear, whose point blazed like a star. 

He fixed his dreadful eyes long upon Nichar, as 
though he would annihilate in hin, by their intole- 
rable glare, every remaining sense of courage or 
virtuous power; bat when he spoke, it was with 
fiendish smile. “Thanks, Nichar !" he pronounced 
in a sarcastic tone; “thanks, good spirit, for thy 
obliging acts. ‘Iwo good deeds hast thou done, 
for each of which thou well deservest my gratitude. 
Lilith hast thou made,—the fairest object on earth 
—the most potent rod of enchantment ever wrought 
by man or angel,—the most transcendant stay and 
extender of my ompire upon earth. I could. not 
have devised her inestimable existence, but 1 can 
thank thee for it now nnd for ever. ‘There was a 
nation, too, that resisted my influence—a single 
race, that I could neither reduce nor subdues and 
these bast thou led up like a flock, wholly and 
willingly to destruetion—thou hast put them into 
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aiings, were but an echo of the spirits. “ Fly, 
fly! the damned crew have borne away the cursed 
Lilith. Through height and depth, through every 
element which a spirit can inhabit, I have sought 
her in vain; and now the impious come, hot with 
implacable revenge for their routed fellows and 
insulted seat of empire. Away! or ye are lost!" 

At once they rushed abroad, filled with a mighty 
terror, They bade the trumpets sound to arms, 
they flow from place to place to gather their troops 
into hasty array. But who might effect that now? 
Who might burst that slumbrous spell, which now 
the powers of evil had cast upon them, as heavily 
as the spirits of light had cast theirs before upon 
the people of Ukinim? Wherever they went, they 
beheld the terrible trees of a night in which 
they themselves had lain down to peaceful rest, 
‘They beheld the remains of riotous feasts. Tents 
halls, vine-trellissed grots wide open to the night, 
and lit with a thousand glimmering lamps, dix 
played tables with the costly apparntus of the 
banquet — golden goblets still overflowing with 
wing, or overturned in floods of their own neo~ 
tarous liquid; and strewed around lay promiscuous 
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eyes that glowed with the fires of triumphant hate, 
he dashed them from him, as a mighty rock hurls 
back © furious rush of waves. Again they closcd— 
again he flung them off. He turned and turned, 
and gathering all the energies of hix immortal 
being, swept them down headlong through the air. 
Bat it availed not! numbers grew upon numbers ; 
they seized and bere him to the earth. They 
wrapped him in infernal chains, gave him to the 
custody of two strong spirits, and departed with 
lightning rapidity. Nichar found himself on the 
mount of Lilith, by the smoking ruins of her palace ; 
but other circumstances suffered him not to contem- 
plate that object. A sound as of a stormy ocean, 
mscendod to hix cars, and casting his eye over the 
city, what an excruciating spectacle was there! 
On all sides, far as vision could rench, the inha- 
bitante of Ukinim had risen in murderous fury 
against the Azims, He beheld, as it were, an 
ocean of tossing heads, driven by contending im- 
pulses, swaying to and fro like mighty currents.” 
Now this way, now that, he saw the rush and 
premiere of the rage of life and passion, and the 
mingled congregated sounds — tho cries of fury 
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rout band, and cutting with irresistible strokes, a 
passage towards the northern gate. It was ‘Teleg! 
—that mighty form could not be another’s—that 
‘Sampsonian strength could be no man’s but his. 
On he marched! before him the hosts inflamed 
with the rabid malice of hell, recoiled; but 
behind, pressed upon his dense phalanx of follow- 
ers, the numberless infuriate foes. Now he turned 
and scattered them—now strode hastily forward 
to secure some important station. They reached 
the river,—they erossed the light and airy bridge 
which spanned it like a rainbow. Teleg lingering 
in the rear, with his single arm, repelled the whole 
host of assailants. Now they followed at his heels, 





like m swarm of hornets—he seized the crowded | 


bridge with his mighty hands—it shook — it 
writhed like a huge, convulsive serpent ;—it fell! 
and a dreadful yell arose from the perishing throng, 
which the waters speedily quenched. ‘The’ foe 
recoiled from the river-banks in horrible astonish- 
ment. Teleg Jed on his host towards the gate. 
It was shut! Again the foe pressed upon his 
diminished numbers, who looked in dismay on the 
closed, massy gates; while from above, the malig- 





nants assaulted them with burning arrows, The 
might of Teleg concentrated itself into one stu- 
pendous effort. He raised the colossal shaft of a 
column that lay near, and driving fiercely against 
the gate with a sound of thunder, it burst wide;— 
and the enfranchised band rushed through. Niekar 
felt a transport of joy at the sight: it was of short 
duration, Without the gates, arose the din of a 
terrible confiict; he could behold through the open 
portal, # partial view of fiercely straggling num- 
bers: — then burst forth a shout of boundless 
triumph; and he beheld two of the enemy return, 
bearing into the city the head of ‘Teleg, sus- 
pended from the staff of his pondorous spear, hy 
its long and knotted locks. A crowd followed 
the grizely trophy, singing a pean of victory. 
Alas! the noble Teleg! Nichar's eye recoiled 
from the sight with a dizzy wildness; but it was 
only to fall upon one still more painful Every 
lofty chief had vanished from view. Many were 
their way up the mountains, amidst swarms of 
vindictive and harassing pursucrs. One alone he 
beheld, posted on a mount just within the wall—his 
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band stretched dead around him; and he, the only 
sarviving Azim, defending his life from a million 
weapons. It was Mochal !—the young, the gene- 
rous,—the joyous Mochal! At the sight, Nichar, 
forgetting everything but the peril of the precious 
youth, and writhing vehemently in his chains, called 
aloud—"* Help! help!” as if his voice could reach 
the struggling remnant who now approached the 
mountain top. Oh, vain !—he heard but the hellish 
laugh of his grim guardians, and saw their fiery 
eyes fissh with a vengeful joy. But Mochal, the 
hapless Mochal!—there he was alone! Every 
friendly soul had fallen, or was gone, and the rage 
of war, which had apparently subsided in all the 
other regions of the’ city, gathered only more 
fiercely around him, Like a lion at bay, he bore 
himself with wondrous avd undaunted bravery. 
Here, there, he turned, and at every stroke his 
smussy spear made havock, His godlike form, con- 
spicuous afar, and his stupendous deeds, might 
have filled the fellest antagonist with a deathless 
admiration: but what mortal, however magnifi- 
cently endowed, could cope with that tempest of 
rage? Below, millions of daggers aimed at his 
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single life;—from above showered millions of 
fiaming darts. They smote him—he fell, but 
it was only on his knees to whelm the vigour 
of his gigantic arms upon his astonished foes. 
Struck—bleeding with numborless wounds and 
infixed barbs, he still knelt, battling with un- 
quailing force; but @ stone precipitated from the 
adjoining tower smote him, and be disappeared for 


ever, 


CHAPTER YI. 


Scancety had Nichar witnessed this last, and most 
lamentable catastrophe, when he heard the rush as 
of countless iron wings, and beheld the demon- 
hosts drawing near him. They came, darkening 
tho air with their numbers, and alighting, formed 
round him an awful circle, It was a terrible mo~ 
ment, He beheld himself in the midst of those 
mighty powers of evil, whose very names were & 
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terror; whose dark renown filled the universe; and 
whose malignant strength bad caused confusion in 
the very heart of heaven. He stood there, a seli- 
tary and ftiendless being. God had abandoned 
him; 0 spiritual natures had espoused his cause; 
the few mortals who had shewn him kindness were 
destroyed; and with the combined hatred of all 
the powers of cruolty against him, he had no hope 
to lean upon, Tt was # dreadful situation; and be 
felt all its horrors, When he lifted his eyes, and 
glaiiced round the grim circle that environed him, 
that horror sank tenfold more deeply into his 
being. Those forms, which he had once known 
glorious in majesty, and beautiful in brightnoss, he 
could still recoguise,—the features and bearing of 
these pro-cminent spirits were never to be entirely 
changed; but o darkness had passed upon them, 
‘which but rendered what once constituted the pro- 
minenco of their divine beauty, the oxaggeration 
of their present terrific disfigurement. Sin, the 
violence of rancorous and rending passions, the 
fiery blasts and consuming ardour of their do- 
Jorous abodes, had rendered them hideous to look 
upoa. Cruelty and revenge, the evil will, the 
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base and blasphemous desire, were written broadly 
in their faces. But more conspicuously had this 
woful metamorphosis demonized the King of Hell. 
Nichar beheld him posted over against him. He 
had chosen for his scat of judgment a massy pro- 
jection of rock, and sate gazing upon the prisoner 
in gloomy silence. His gigantic form wore a ter- 
rible hue, as if centuries of habitation in his fiery 
climes, the immortality of despair and blasted 
ambition, had left their burning blackness upon 
him. That countenance, which had retained muck 
of the glorious beauty which clothed the mightiest 
spirit of heaven, long after he had fallen to the 
monarchy of Hell, was now a horrible mien,—dark, 
repellent, and portentous. Evil, more devastating 
to a spiritual essence than withering age to mortals, 
had given a hideous deformity to these once sab- 
lime features; and a thousand demoniac influenees, 
for ever operating on his stormy soul, stamped 
them with an expression too fiercely malignant to 
be long endured, even by the eye of his handiewt 
followers. Yet his spectral figure, like some regal 
tower that has been scathed by the fire of belea- 
guering hosts, retained amid all ity melancholy 
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ravages an infernal majesty of beauty. He sxte 
like some mighty and impious being, whom the 
lightning of heaven has suddenly blasted, and left 
fixed on his seat—a warning spectacle for after 
tyrants; and in his right hand he held his pon- 
derous spear, whose point blazed like a star. 

He fixed his dreadful eyes long upon Nichar, as 
though be would annihilate in him, by their intole- 
rable glare, every remaining sense of courage or 
virtuoes pawer; but when he spoke, it was with a 
fiendish smile. “Thanks, Nichar!” he pronounced 
in a sarcastic tone; “thanks, good spirit, for thy 
obliging acts. Two good deeds hast thou done, 
for each of which thou well deservest my gratitude. 
‘Lilith hast thon made,—the fairest object on earth 
—the most potent rod of enchantment ever wrought 
by man or angel,—the most trinscendant stay and 
extender of my empire upon earth. I could not 
have devised her inestimable existence, but I can 
thank thee for it now and for ever. ‘There was a 
nation, too, that resisted my influence—a single 
race, that I could neither reduce nor subdue; and 
these bast thou led up like o flock, wholly and 
willingly to destruction—thou hast put them into 
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quick intelligence of a spirit; knew that they were 
im the regions of central flame, and bis vision con- 
firmed that instant judgment. Above them, glowed 
a concave, apparently vast as our upper sky; below 
were seas of molten matter, which rolled their igne- 
ous waves with a chaos of soul-confounding sounds, 
‘The terrible roof broke into many vast and irre~ 
gular coneavities ; for ever dropped melted matter, 
like rain; and covered with curling, dusk-red flame, 
flung down a heat tenfold hotter than the intensest 
farnace, which the fiery ocean below reverberated; 
and burning blasts, armed with torture even for the 
hardiest spirit, roared through the intermediate 
space. The heavy, molten seas bere rolled in 
huge swells—there leaped up furiously, and coiled 
in radiant mge against dark adamantine rocks; and 
a multitude of sounds rose from the dolorous 
abyss, full of varied and inconceivable horror. 
Cries, thrilling lamentations, as of feeble and tender 
souls; sudden arieks, at which even the damned 
place, and all its uproar, seemed for a startled mo- 
ment stilled; bestial barkings, and hoarse and 
bellowing yells, that secmed sent from iron lungs 
of vast and monstrous natures, that rose above the 

















OF HEAVEN, 233 


we! But we are sot hopeless ! Hope, a glorious 
hope is ours, and bears us through evil ages and 
unworthy scorn! We contend for power—power 
which will at length determine the empire of the 
universe; and blind must he be, who does not dis~ 
cover whither it is tending, Millions of new 
beings swell daily the great ocean of existence; 
and whose are they? ‘To whom do they fly? 
‘To us!—they are ours! ‘Time for ever augments 
—will for ever augment our host, and shews more 
clearly the feeble few who adhere to our haughty 
foe. Time will ultimately give us a weight of 
living power, boundless and irresistible. Wouldst 
thou then grasp a noble revenge? Wouldst thou 
be wise, and happy, and glorious? Behold the 
evident means! "T’ is in that vacant throne !"” 

Vain words, Satan!” indignantly replied Nichar 
—* rain words! vain boasts! while this pavement 
burns beneath my feet; while I see your hideous 
aspects, and these dolours are around! I scorn 
‘thy throne; I hate thy language; and though 
God forsake me, and yon burning ocean be my 
eternal bed, I bow alone to God, and declare him 
good, as thou and thine are buse !”” 








disappeared—the wide dome was empty, save that 
on the steps of the throne the chiefs of hell lay 
prostrate on their faces. Satan alone erect, in a 
rigid and convulsive attitude of mingled terror, 
rage, and defiance, with his clenched right hand 
aloft, and dark and scowling eye, fixed on the 
quarter whence the lightning camo, dared horribly 
the Almighty power. 

But it was only for a moment that Nichar 
beheld this baleful sight; an irresistible influence 
buoyed him ep, and bore him rapidly away. The 
rash was impetuous—at the fleetest spirit’s speed ; 
—it ceased, and he beheld himself with wonder 
on the same eminence whence he recently looked 
down upon Ukinim; and saw again the golden 
city, shining peacefully in the beams of the 
evening sun. 
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was not for ever! For ages he bad borne bitterly 
the contemplation of these terrible and boundless 
effects; this day's dispensation whispered to him 
of a termination—perhaps an early one to his trials, 
He had discerned that the Divine Jove still, though 
invisible, surrounded him; and it was enough. A 
new and buoyant life possessed him,—a tide of 
blissful feeling rushed over him. Air and earth 
were to his vision, wrapped in new and glorious 
hues; and the heavens!—the sublime heavens 
shove—again they smiled graciously upon him, 
with a tender and reconciled smile. He threw 
himself prostrate upon the rock, and poured out 
his son! in an ecstasy of uncontrolable happiness 
and thanksgiving. “God! God! thou art yet 
with me. Thou bast beheld my sorrows, —the 
withering agonios of my spirit, the black despair 
which covered it like a funereal garment. Ob, 
God! they were beheld by thee, when I deemed 
that thou hadst turned away from me for ever thy 
eternal and undeceivable eyes. Oh, Almighty 
Father! it is enough! it is enough! I have erred 
foolishly—I have sinned presumptnously—I have 
borne thy inflictions impatiently; — thou art 
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spell upon the whole land. Nichar turned from the 
teene in speechless horror and prostration of heart. 
He reflected on his recent exultation as a species of 
madness. Yes! while he was pouring out his soul 
in thankful gladness, his friends were perishing; 
their families were the prey of the enslaver; their 
country desolated for ever. Whilst he flattered 
himself that God relented towards him, the direst 
punishment of his sin fell upon him; and the only 
race which adhered to the laws and the spirit of 
heaven, was rooted out from the earth. Oh! vain 
bopes of speedy success! where were they? The 
whole earth was now overwhelmed by the tide of 
sin, ‘The tribe of Seth had by degrees fallen away 
and amalgamated with the race of Cain. There 
was not a single bright spot where the hope which 
Nichar bad so fondly entertained, could linger,—it 
was one universal waste of crime and brutality. 
Let us hasten on! There is nothing to retard 
our steps. It would be a joyless task to follow the 
again-despairing and downcast angel, through years 
of darkness. Yet such was his lot. At times he 
recollected his wondrous deliverance from the realms 
of dolor, and a faint hope revived that he was not 
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and urgeney of their labours. And it came! a 
dreadful and pitiless deluge. He beheld creatures 
of every kind, fly for protection to the ark,—all, 
save infatuated mon. THe saw the patriarch and 
his family ascend it; and the invisible hand of 
God shut them in; and, at once, carth and skies 
seemed wrapped together in tempestuous confu- 
sions and waters gushed abroad, as if the earth 
would dissolve itself into an ocean. A. gloomy 
and spectral shade covered the world; the sun jwas 
Kidden by the doluging rains and heavy vapours; 
winds rushed furiously through the air, and howled 
amongst the mountains. The people fled preci- 
pitately from the plains. At first, they loaded 
themselves and their beasts with their treasures, 
and with every household article, howover ponder- 
ous and worthless. But the tempest was too 
ungent—the waters rose too fast. Their labouring 
beasts struggled on in vain; and themselves were 
overwhelmed with their burdens, and their anxiety. 
‘They threw off their loads, reserving only their 
most precious things, and leaving their beasts to 
perish, rushed eagerly to the hills. Desperate as 
their sitention was become, the desperatences of 
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upon the illimitable expanse of ocean, a savage 
jey rushed over his heart, and with triumphant ex- 
ultation, he exclaimed, “Ay, sail on, sail on! Those 
demon-slaves can bear thee far,—they will not 
tire, it is true; but can they sustain thee for days, 
perbaps for years? Where are the fruits and the 
wines, and the delicate food with which they have 
been wont to feast thee? They are perished—and 
perish thou too, speedily!” On, on they went; 
and Nichar still followed. It was still ocean— 
boundless, lifeless ocean, For days and nights, 
they still bore on. Every hour, Nichar rose in 
energy and hope, for now the Beautiful One 
began to languish and droop, and at length, sank 
as utterly exhausted. “Joy! joy! the fatal time 
is come!” he cried, “ Blessed be these whelming 
waters: They have freed the world from its 
crowning curse !”” 

But what was that which darkened the horizon 
as the morning sun arose? Was it a cloud ?— 
a deceptive vapour ?—or could it be—a spot which 
the waves had not covered? It was!—a shout 
of triumph from the demons announced it, and 
now his own vision confirmed their acclaim. An 
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“Nichar !” replied the spirit, “hear the will of 
Heaven! That God has not forsaken thee, hee 
hes himself made known by plucking thee from the 
hands of the Evil Ones. Confide, then, and be 
strong. Thou hast sinned, and must abide in trial 
till the results of thy error are full, Thou and I 
are alike bound to the destinies of this world. It 
is mine to number its times and seasons. To over- 
throw the works of man; to spread through all 
things mildew and decay; not that man may labour 
im vain, but that he may be for ever excited to 
higher and more glorious efforts. And every suc- 
ceeding age shall behold him ascending in the 
wale of existence. He shall achieve lofty and 
magnificent works. He shall no longer be left to 
renew, in objectless ease, those evils which have 
brought the flood upon the earth; but he shall 
perpetually project and execute something new, 
tll the world is full of his works, and his mind has 
impressed upon matter many of its own marvels. 

“ But his eareer will not henceforth be pure and 
happy. A mighty contest is begun, which will not 
be terminated till ages on ages have rolled away. 
Evil is let loose, and will not soon be quenched. 
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peace. Where the tide of war already rolls its 
crimson waves, there shalt thou be, strengthening 
the weak, soothing the terrified, and calming the 
agony of burning wounds. Where the strong man 
is ready to smite down the feeble, there shalt thou 
arrest his brutal arm. Where selfish men shall 
grind the widow and the fatherless, thou shalt 
rouse the soul of the feeble to a fiery indignation, 
that shall make the base, hard nature tremble in its 
own vileness, and shall raise a wall of defence 
around the sorrowful. Thou shall be with the 
judge upon his tribunal, whispering gentle words 
of the prisoner before him ;—with the pirate on the 
wild seas—the robber in his forest den—on the 
streets of a violated town. In every human ex- 
tremity, it shall be thine—as evil was by thee let 
loose—there to arrest its progress; to break its 
power; to heal its ravages. A vast, a long, an 
incessant labour lies before thee, till the destined 
time shall arrive—and the Son of the Highest shall 
descend, to terminate the mighty conflict of Good 
and Evil; and Good, Knowledge, and Light, shall 
stretch their ample wings without a foe, and spread 
their splendid triumphs round the globe. I say a 
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ITHRAN THE DEMONIAC. 


Ir was during the latter part of that remarkable 
Period in the history of the world, when the 
Hebrews, passing from Egypt to Canaan, had 
twamped in the wilderness of Kadesh, that a 
Young hunter went forth one morning from the 
borders of Mount Seir: He had pursued a herd of 
Vil antelopes across one of the wide, sandy tracts 
f those regions, till he beheld them take refuge 
among some rocky hills at a considerable distance 
before him. When he reached this craggy soli- 
tude, a variety of narrow valleys that opened 
between the cliffs, distracted his attention, and, 
pausing to consider which he should pursue, he 
observed for the first time—what his enthusiasm 
had hitherto prevented him from noticing—that 
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the sun had nearly reached the mid-heaven, that 
the heat was intense, and that a burning thirst 
. and a throbbing brow demanded the refreshments 
of shade and water. Added to this pressing neces- 
sity, he knew that to attempt to retrace those 
scorching sands till the heat of the day was past, 
‘was next to impossible ; and beside, he hoped yet 
to surprise his game in some of the seclusions of 
these rocks. Selecting therefore, in preference to 
the others, a glen, which, by the dampness of the 
sand in its bottom, gave indication of water higher 
up, he followed its windings for a long time with 
great perseverance, and, at length, found his 
patience rewarded by the sight of one of these 
litle, paradisiacal valleys often hidden im the 
bosom of these stony Oases. There the stream, 
which at his entrance was absorbed by the het 
and ever-thirsty sand, came murmuring along with 
all the transparency and liveliness of a mountain 
rivulet; and, while all the topm of the eminences 
around were bare and burning peaks its banks 
were brightened with the most green and flowery 
verdure; the lange white lily, the globe amaranth, 
and abundance of other plants of the most splendid 
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hues, and of the richest aroma, bending over its 
margin; the aloe, here and. there, spreading out 
its ample round of dark-green leaves, and lifting 
up its lofty blossomed stem ; thickets of tamarind, 
rose-laurel, cotton, and a variety of aromatic 
shrubs, scattered about between the water and the 
feet of the dark granite rocks, aloft in whose 
interstices, the lovely rose of Jericho wayed its 
glowing blooms, and acacias, dates, and various 
species of palm, cast at once shade and beauty. 
After quenching his thirst, and cooling his feet 
repeatedly in the stream, he slowly wandered 
farther up the valley, and soon beheld, to his 
mortification, that it was terminated by lofty cliffs, 
down which the brook cume scattering loudly its 
waters. One nook attracted his steps by the 
luxuriant, dependent foliage of a vast wild vine, 
and he was about to seat himself beneath it, when 
he started back on discovering that it concealed 
the entrance to a gloomy cavern. Instinetively 
he glanced upon the ground to discern, by foot- 
marks, what might be the nature of its inhabitants, 
if any; and he beheld, not the print of the wild- 
beast's paw, nor the sandal of man, but that of 
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jor whom thou art interested? Knowest thow the 
“ Demon of the Desert?'” At that dreailful name 
the youth started to his feet with a shuddering 
groan; bat he was riveted to the spot,—and the 
stranger cried imploringly, “Nay !—fly not, fear 
not, my son! The time has been, when thy 
visit hither would have been death; but that time, 
is past—I am not what I was—I am dying. At 
this moment, the presence of a human soul is 
precious to me, ‘Thou canst bear me—thou canst 
bury me," 

‘The eyes of the youth attested the truth of what 
his fearfal companion declared ; and with a strange 
mixture of awe, curiosity, and sympathy, he lis- 
tened to the following narrative. 

* 1 am not what thy countrymen have deemed 
me—I am not originally, and altogether, = demon; 
frat Ithran, an outeast of Israel, {t i not entirely 
unknown to the nations among whom that people 
has now 80 long sojourned, that, although thoi 
dreadful God has kept them wholly by his might, 
making nature bend its ancient laws to their 
ase, and surrounding them with terror as with 
a wall, they have been but imperfectly sensible 
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and hope awoke in all hearts, God had appointed, 
in his mercy, a way to free Israel from its sins. 
He bad empowered the High Priest to lay all 
crimes on the bead of a goat, which should bear 
them away into the wilderness. The day arrived ; 
—all Israel was assembled before the sanctuary ; 
—a breathless anxiety prevailed;—the various 
offerings were made;—the devoted goat was 
brought forth; the mysterious words which charged 
it with the whole sin of Israel, were pronounced ; 
and a weight, and a gloom, seemed to pass from 
the hearts of the people, It only remained to 
send the goat away, by the hand of a fit man. 
And now a fearful and eager curiosity ran through 
the multitude, to know who this man should be. 
It was an important trust, The two victim-goats 
had been procured with much difficulty,—such 
was our poverty; and they had been guarded with 
mach care, for such was the wickedness of the 
time, that some sons of Belial had attempted to 
break in, and carry them off; and it was expected 
that they would lie in wait to kill the seape-goat in 
‘the wilderness, I was a prophet, and the son of a 
prophet; and young as I wes, my zeal in the cause 
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of me. Thoughtless of danuger—forgetting, for 
the time, my thirst after human life—I imme- 
diately set about digging a pit at the foot of a 
rock to bury a kingly spoil, when the people re- 
covering from their surprise, returned. At the 
sight of their numbers I fed—fled upwards to the 
rocks. They pursued me, accustomed as they 
were to follow the wild goat and the chamois;— 
but I too had, from my youth, scaled the clifls of 
the desert; and now a spell was on me which gave 
me supernatural power and speed, that annihilated 
all fear;—they pursued me in vain, 1 leaped from 
point to point, J swung by the pliant tree from 
ledge to iddge, and was gone. From that bour 
the terrors of my name spread through the wil 
derness—a thousand marvellous acts were at 
tibuted to me round the evening fires, and 1 
became known os the “Demon of the Desert.’ 
For months I ranged from place to place, driven 
by the unquenchable spirit of the murderer, but 
unable to gratify my fiendish desires. My fame 
went before me, and 1 found myself for ever in 
solitude. 

* Exaspernted with fruitless endeavours, my 
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the earth beneath them. A sound of rushing 
wings swept by me; dark whispers were in my 
ears; shadowy shapes went to and fro, turning 
upon me their eyes gleaming with strange fires; 
and dusky forms arose out of the very ground 
before me. I had dared to challenge God; but 
I shrunk trembling from these dismal spirits! 1 
fled to my cave for refuge; but where is the 
refuge for him who has surrendered the guardian- 
ship of the Author of Nature? Thunders shook 
the rocks over my head; crags fell crashing and 
echoing into the dell below; lightnings gleamed 
through the more than midnight darkness of my 
stronghold; ond finally, a purple light issuing from 
the wall of solid granite, preceded the terrible 
Gods of the heathen, who passed slowly athwart 
the cavern, They gazed silently upon me, but 
spoke not; as if their only purpose were to receive 
my homage. I beheld the colossal majesty of 
Baal; the imperial form, and lofty, yet smiling 
countenance of Ashtaroth, the queen of heaven 
—diademed with the borned moon, and a con- 
stellation of intensely beaming stars floating around 
her. Her steps were followed by the soft, volup- 
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bitants what these beings were tome. I deter- 
mined, therefore, to abandon the deserts; and 
travelling on, from night to night, I, at length 
found myself in a cultivated land, and at the gates 
of a city of stopendous walls and towers, It was 
Axgob, the city of Oy ;—who has not heard of that 
last of the Anakims, and of his great bedstead of 
iron? I was surrounded by a band of fierce, 
shaggy, and monstrous men, who led me into his 
presence, He sate on a massy bench, beneath « 
sycamore, at the gate of his ponderous palace, and 
his soms, and his old warriors, a race of giants, 
stood around. 1 was overwhelmed, for a moment, 
by the sight of so huge and terrible a being; tall 
as Lam, | reached not to his girdle, Hopeless of 
life—careless of death, which to me could not be 
worse than life itself,—I avowed myself a prophet 
of Israel. A lying and cunning spirit was upon me, 
I declared that I fled from the despotism of Moses, 
and would rather receive death at the hands of the 
king, than live in those of the tyrant of my people. 
The spirit of delusion seized the giant-monarch. 
‘The nations of the Anakims had fallen around bin 
beneath the arms of the Israclites; be awaited daily 
x3 
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she deseended. inn basket. We had already 
reached the thicket, when her giant-brothers sprang 
forth with dreadful yells. I beheld her in their 
grasp—I beard her cries—I saw the sword red 
with her blood: resistance was vain—I fled! 
Darkness and my destiny favoured my flight; but 
the blood of that fair and gentle creature lay on 
my soul like fire, Remorse—pity—love—drove 
me on in desperation, I knew not whither. At 
length [£ was stopped by a range of rocks; I 
climbed to their top, and sate down in a state of 
dreamy torpor. From that. height I beheld the 
wmies of Isracl in march; [saw the host of the 
Anakims come down like a foaming sea; anon, 
they were scattered like mist, and the Israelites 
pursued, slaying to the bounds of the vast horizon, 
I followed, and in a few days beheld all that mon- 
strous nation utterly destroyed, and walked amongst 
the smoking ashes of their groves and idol-temples. 
“But I saw a thing there more hateful than 
even the Avakims. I saw the Israclites dwelling 
at peace in the cities and in the fertile fields—in a 
plenteous possession, from which 1 was cut off for 
ever, I retired from the intolorable spectacle once 
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annua! benefit of the scape-goat, and, at length, it 
is granted. His latter career of crime has been 
but the career of a maniac—his real crime was the 
breach of his sacred trust—he'has suffered as no 
man ever yet did, and he is forgiven.’ She’ scat- 
tered upon me drops, as of water, from a crystal 
vase, and a thrill of joy—a warm sensation of 
human love and tenderness, and hope, gushed upon 
my soul—tears came into my eyes, and I lay as in 
asoothing trance. During the space of a moon I 
have continued tranquil, breathing an atmosphere 
of love, and full of adoration. But I am now 
spent; and the last good gift of God is this—that 
he has sent thee to learn this awful lesson of un- 
faithful pride, and to save the bones of his repen- 
tant servant from the desert beast.” 

Before the sun had risen on the morrow, the 
youth had buried the prophet in his cave, and 
returned to his tribe with a story destined to carry 
down fear and wonder to countless generations. 
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‘THE DESOLATE AND THE PAITHFUL. 


CHAPTER I. 


Eyexrc was closing over the wilderness of Judah, 
tsa solitary female approached tower which she 
had seen fur across the plains. She was wrapped 
in a long cloak, and closely yeiled in the eastern 
manner, leaving only her eyes visible. Her garb 
was of the hue and fashion worn by the peasant 
girls of the country; she seemed to walk wearily, 
yet with an air of grace, that combined with her 
tail, slender figure, would have anywhere turned 
upon her the glance of curious observation. The 
building she discerned, as she approached, to be of 
recent erection, and to have the aspect of the dwell- 
ing of some powerful chief. It was built of red 
Sone; not very lofty, but of a great extent. It 
appeared to consist of a quadrangular range en- 
closing a spacious court, in the centre of which rose 
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as that of a warrior whose helm has pressed heavily 
and long on his brow. His featares were bold, 
hard, and stern; they looked as though they had 
been accustomed to face the blasts of battle, and of 
the elements; his beard curled short and black 
around his chin; his lips were moukled as by the 
long habit of uttering high and absolute command ; 
there was no trace of softness breaking down their 
stern decision, and betraying the occasional preva- 
lence of tender feelings; and his eye flashed with a 
quick, dark glance, that denoted a prompt concep- 
tion of his duty, and the most immoveable firmness 
of purpose. 

“ Who art thou?” said the stern chief, laying 
the accent on the last word. The stranger woman 
bowed her face reverently to the floor, and replied, 
“a weary wayfarer, who seeks only at the hand of 
my lord, protection for the night.” 

« And whence ?” said the same stern voice. 

“ From a far abode. Thine handmaid is not of 
the daughters of Ierael.” 

“ Let me see thy face,” said the chief, his coun- 
tenance moving not a muscle; yet touched with a 
deep shade of earnestness, as she declared herself 
an alien. 
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that they live, and probably in this land; and all 
T ask is, to share with them their lot, be it mean 
and miserable as it may. Let me then, I pray 
thee, rest under the shadow of thy walls for the 
night, and in the morning I will go onward.” 

‘The chieftain continued during this piteous 
appeal, apparently as unmoved as the stone on 
which he wate; and as the fair, weeping suppliant 
concluded, he demanded,—“ and what manner of 
man was thy father? and what device bore he in 
the field of battle?” 

“ He was a tall, robust man,” she replied, “on 
whom age sate, but could not bend him, though his 
hair was white as snow; and on his crest and in 
his shield, he bore a flying serpent.” 

“ And kept he not the tower of Dodekel ?” 

“He did! Thou hast seen him. Oh, my lord, 
by thy dreadfal god, hide not his fate from thy 
handmaid !” 

« And thy husband, what device bore he?” 

In his shield he carried a bounding ibex, for 
he was accustomed to leap the hills as a hunter; on 
his crest stooped an eagle; for like an eagle, he 
stooped on his foes in war.” 
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of a peculiarly light and small description, calcu- 
lated’ for hasty flight and easy carriage, which had 
been borne by the mules, were speedily pitched ; 
fires lit around the camp to prevent, more than 
from any other cause, the approach of lions which 
abounded in this neighbourhood; and the soldiers, 
weary with their day’s hasty march, soon dispatched 
their simple supper, and were stretched in sleep. 
Not a sound was to be heard, but the slow tread of 
the watchers, pacing from fire to fire. ‘The tent 
of Beeltuthma was placed in the centre, and two 
sentinels stationed before it,—cautionary arrange- 
ments which, like those of the march, were at once 
equivocal in appearance and convincing in effect : 
towards a free person, they were attestations of 
regard and honour,—towards a prisoner, of suspi- 
cious vigilance. Beeltuthma sadly deemed herself 
the latter. 
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fro before its door, could discern but little of what 
was going on; but from the nature of the recent 
proceedings, she had a strong feeling that they 
were in the immediate vicinity of the object of their 
expectations, whatever it was; and the persuasion 
of her soul that it involved the fate of Tartak and 
Lohi, filled her with an indescribable anxiety. Oh! 
was she now near those beloved beings? and were 
they the mark of this terrible chief’s designs? 
Powerful as were the: patience and gentleness of 
her character, they could not preserve her in quiet 
endurance: she threw herself on the ground, and 
called on the gods of her nation, though they had 
apparently abandoned the nation itself, to save 
these sole remaining objects of her affections. She 
continued to beseech their aid through the night. 
Bat through the night all was profound silence. 
As the morning, however, broke, a wild and fierce 
shout, whose fearful echo was flung from place to 
place amongst those desolate rocks, made her start 
from her place, and rush to the door of her tent. 
She could see that there was an eager passing to 
and fro of men, but she could learn no farther; her 
guards were at their post, and although moved by 
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from the ground, and fell dead across the opening 
of the tent. 

Beeltuthma gave a fearful shriek, and sprang 
towards the fallen youth, but a strong hand rudely 
thrust her back: two Hebrews raised the body 
and bore it away, and two others took the station 
of guards at the tent door; walking to and fro, as 
calmly as if nothing had occurred. 

Struck with horror at the fate of this fair and 
unhappy youth —-a fate which she felt she had 
drawn upon him, Beeltuthma retired to the back 
part of the tent, and seating herself on the ground, 
gave herself up to the overwhelming anguish and 
dread of her soul. The day passed silently and 
sullenly away. The night came and past also; in 
the morning she was hastily summoned forth, and 
led by the guards to the outlet of the camp. As 
she reached it, and found herself in the path by 
which they had ascended, she raised her eyes, and 
beheld the object of attack. It was a fortress 
perched on the summit of a black and precipitous 
rock, that soared far above the surrounding peaks 
of the mountains. Its situation was such, as might 
well defy the most fierce and daring efforts of men; 
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mers, with an apparently hopeless, but an un- 
wearied assiduity. She saw that whole rocks had 
been hurled down from the fortress to crush these 
works, and they who raised them. She saw arrows, 
and spears, and bloody stones scattered in a pro- 
fuse and dread confusion around the feet of the . 
reck on which the tower stood; and bodies of men, 
battered and shapeless, lay there also. 

Her eye caught the view of a ladder formed of 
short staves of wood, driven at frequent intervals 
into the wall of the fortress, and ascending towards 
a small outlet, or window, which was protected 
from the view of the besieged above, by a large 
projecting tower. The ladder had nearly reached 
the outlet. A man was busily employed cutting 
out the hole for the last stave, in the joint of the 
wall; and others, with cautious steps, were ascend- 
ing after him, ready to follow through the narrow 
window they had in view, should the first man 
meceed in gaining it. Beeltuthma’s brain reeled, 
and her whole frame shook with terror for these 
daring men, though they were her enemies, as 
the saw them ascending by so frail a stair, at 
such a giddy height, to such a hazardous enter- 
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not down, ‘then! Shall we put our lives into the 
hands of him, who spared not the babe in our 
houses—and gave those houses to the flame? 
Who slew the son of his own king? Who slew 
treacherously the captains of the king’s host? 
Nay, we come not down till we see thee beyond 
the marsh !” 

“Bear the woman to her tent!” said Joab; 
and her guards took hold on her to lead her away. 
She gave one wild, long look at her kindred—one 
heavy groan, and followed as they shewed the way. 

‘We attempt not to describe the feelings of Beel- 
tuthma, as she sate in her tent during the remainder 
of that day. Her heart was a region of many wild 
and woful thoughts, many fears, many speculations, 
which the next moment appeared impossibilities ;— 
but the great wish of her soul was, that she were 
in the tower with her father and husband, that she 
might die with them: “but they will die,” she 
mid, “and I shall be borne away to a living death 
in captivity.” 
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rolled towards the outlet in the rocks; in a few 
seconds it had passed from the camp; there only 
lay dead and dying men. ‘The sound of the con- 
flict was heard beyond the cliffs,—farther, farther 
it removed, till a faint shout seemed to announce 
some distant event, and then all was still, At 
length a few soldiers returned to guard the camp— 
the rest returned not. All night Becltuthma stood 
and listened, with her whole soul alive to catch the 
smallest sound; but none came, In the earliest 
morning the tents were struck, and they began the 
descent of the mountains, A gleam of hope 
crossed Beeltuthma’s soul, that her kinsmen had 
escaped. Had they been slain, some manifestations 
of trinmph woald have been exhibited; but now 
all was silent haste and diligence,—they must be 
engaged in pursuit. She east one glance at the 
tower as she departed,—the gates were open,—the 
banner of Judah was waving on the walls! 

Beeltathma now cast eager looks onward. She 
fancied she could hear shouts, here and there, in 
the distance; she saw then running over the hills 
beyond the marsh; ber whole soul was one living, 
fervent, unceasing prayer for the escape of her 
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In a moment, the two warriors were pressed to the 
earth by numbers, and bound beneath the eyes of 
the weeping Beeltuthma, 

‘The trumpet sounded at dawn ;—the tents were 
struck, and they marched away ta the fertile plains 
of Gilead. 

Who may tell the weight of woe that lay on 
the soul of Beeltuthma, az they retraced their path 
towards Judea;—the last hopes of her existence 
erushed,—the lives of her father and husband in 
the hands of Joab! ‘The stupor of affliction made 
her day like a dreary night, and the night like a 
wakeful horror, The next day they crossed the 
Jordan, and at nightfall encamped in the wilder- 
ness, on the very spot where they had halted on 
the first night of their going forth, 

‘Beoltuthma sate on the ground in ber tent, 
loaded with the full weight of affliction which can 
fall upon a human being. ‘The climax was given 
to the long series of evil fortune which had visited 
her. From a princess in a great nation; from the 
cherished daughter, the idolized wife, the beloved 
and admired woman, she lind sunk to a fugitive 
amid burning cities, ravaged fields, and slaughtered 
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‘The stars were burning brightly in the clear, dark 
sky, and her gaze was fixed on them in a burning 
and stedfast intensity, till they seemed to wake in 
ber some tender and melancholy feeling. ‘Tears 
sprang into her large, dark eyes, and rolled down 
ber pale and rigid cheeks. She turned from the 
sky, and looked abroad near the dark earth It 
was a wild, autumnal night. The wind was vigor- 
ously careering over the wilderness, fluttering and 
swaying the tents as it passed; and singing in its 
opening with a melancholy music, She saw the 
itark hill sides illuminated with the wateh-fires; 
and the trees, here and there as they roared in the 
tilast, lit up with a silvery whiteness by the flames. 
‘The fires wavered to and fro in long and ruddy 
volumes, now pointing this way, now suddenly 
darting themsolves in another direction, denoting 
that the wind was eddying and variable; and the 
smoke, as it rolled off in yellow clouds, was caught 
up by the gale with a hungry avidity, and disap- 
peared in the distant darkness. 

Beeltuthma contemplated this scene with a heavy 
and half-conscious perception; but as her eyes 
wandered among the dark forms of the watchers 
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fied, and yet a rapid pace: One was a nobly-built 
and nobly-featured man, clad in the peaceful labiti- 
ments of a leader amongst his people. His fine, 

countenance had an air of dignity mingled 
with much kindliness, and grave good sense; bat it 
was bloodless as that of a spirit, though his eye 
had not merely the brightness, but the human ox- 
pression of life. His cap was richly adorned with 
the feathers of the ostrich, which swayed gracefully 
over his shoulder; and in his hand he bore one of 
these light and golden-headed spears which are 
carried on occasions of peace, more for state than as 
instruments of defence. 

‘The second was a youthfal figure, moulded like 
god. His graceful form, perfect in the shaping 
of overy limb, and in the exquisite grace of every 
motion, was ouly to be equalled by the frank and 
manly, but somewhat dissipated and ambitious cast 
of a countenance of wonderful beauty, It was like 
the statue of Tammuz himself; and his hair, which 
rolled from his crown on every side in volumes of 
rich and heavy gold, was such as Beeltuthma had 
never scen amongst all the noble youths of her land, 
nor bud imagined but in dreams. He wore no cover- 
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ments of them all were alike drenched with blood ; 
all had the pallid hue of death; and the princely 
figure of the youth, those three mysterious, yet ui~ 
destroying darts in his bosom. But if these, why 
those reproachful looks with which they drew near? 
hand?—Her soul, and their aspects and manner, 
darkly inclined ber to this conclusion. The stern 
man saw their approach, but he moved not. He 
fixed his eyes upon them with a look of strong, but 
subdued wonder, but there was no trace of fear on 
his bold, unblanching features. They came on, till 
they stood only a few yards from him. Each with 
one hand pointed to his own body, whence streams 
of blood seemed afresh to flow; and with the other, 
towards the camp. Deeltuthma started; for it 
mruck her that the apparition bore some reference 
t her fate. Were they Hebrews, whom ‘Turtak 
and Lobi had slain in battle? And did they come 
to cry for vengeance now those chiefs lay bound in 
his bands! ‘The idea seemed filled with probabi- 
lity; and chilled her with a deadly horror, She 
gazed with straining and eager eyes at them, and 
with outstretched neck, longing to catch the import 











BEELTUTHMA. 333 


CHAPTER IV. 


Tae morning broke upon Beeltuthma as she sate 
alternately turning her sorrowful mind from the 
situation of her kinsmen to this marvellous appari- 
tion. It appeared as a dream;.and the regular 
movements of the camp seemed to her, evidence 
that no one partook of its consciousness with her. 
The tents were struck—the trumpet sounded to 
march ; and she beheld herself seated on the same 
steed, between the same guards, in the same situa- 
tion, in the rear of the troop; and Joab riding 
coldly on his war-horse at its head, as when they 
set out. The only circumstances of difference 
were, that the troop was much diminished in num- 
bers, and in the rear came many wounded soldiers, 
borne on temporary litters, and a sight that wrung 
her with inexpressible agony,—Tartak and Lohi, 
strongly fettered and strongly guarded, Thus 
they marched; and thus they entered Joab’s house 
in the wilderness. 





hands; bat have ceased not to pursue me with 
inextinguishable fury. Now shalt thou behold the 
judgment of the Lord!" 

“Ob, my lord! mighty and irresistible!” eried 
Beeltuthma, laying her hand upon her head, 
“spare! spare these unhappy men! Thou hast 
done thy will upon our nation. Her cities, her 
fields, her sons and danghters, lie they not all 
prostrate in the dust at thy feet? and these two 
men, what can their lives avail against thee ?—what 
good shall their deaths do thee? Surely! surely 
thy heart is satisfied with blood! Ob! do whatso- 
ever seemeth thee good to thine handmaid, but 
spare, I beseech thee, these sorrowful men! Let 
me die,—but let them live! They are as but a 
drop in the bucket, my lord :—lec them return, and 
feel in the silence of their fields, and the dust and 
ashes of their cities, the greatness of thy power ;— 
the dead! the dead cannot acknowledge it!” 

“Hast thou seen their cruel deeds,” sternly 
replied Joab, “to my followers?—Didst thou see 
how the sons of Jacob foll like dogs from the walls 
of their tower, and were dashed to atoms amidst 
their triumphant yells—and dost thou dare to plead 
for theen ?”” 
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‘The warrior cast a scornful smile at the sup- 
plicating woman, and said—* Can a heathen dog 
become a lion of Judah? No—no!—we ask not 
the worshippers of stocks and stones to come into 
the tabernacle of the Most High, bringing their 
vile images beneath their garments, and seated in 
their leprons souls, to defile his courts. ‘Woman! 
I called thee not to weep, and weary me with thy 
words, but to see what God has decreed for every 
rebellious idolater.” 

‘He waved his hand, and the heavy crimson 
curtain, which Beeltuthma had not observed drawn 
across the tower, was rolled back, and she beheld 
her lusband and father standing in their chains, 
and on each hand an armed man. At the sight, 
she leapt to her fort, and with clenched hands and 
terror-fixed eyes, gazed upon them. Their coun- 
tenances were pale with strong emotion; but they 
stood firm, and untouched with fear; their cyes 
tummed on Beoltathma with an expression of 
boundless and eternal tenderness. 

Ata sign from Joab, forth flashed the swords of 
thelr keepers;—at another, their swords were 
raised, and waited but the permission to smite, 
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daring features betrayed the homage due to his 
visitor. 

“Joab! Joab!" exclaimed he, in a voice full of 
a solemn, mysterious command, “what is this 
which thou hast done? When the word of the 
Lord revealed to me the retreat of these captives, 
said it not also that thou shouldst wait the jndg- 
ment of the Lord? And behold! already the 
sword is raised to smite them !’" 

“Man of God!” said Joab, “bas not the Lord 
said smite the heathen, and spare them not? And 
knowest thou that these bloody men have scorned 
the offer of peace, and slain abundance of the 
Lord's people?” 

Man of a stubborn heart,” retorted the prophet, 
for such his words, and the words of Joab an- 
nounced him, “shall not the Lord kill, and shall 
be not Keep alive as it best pleascth him? And 
darest thou to question the command of the 
Almighty? Who mised up thy kinsman to the 
throne—raised thee also with him, and gave thee 
might before thy enemies, and honour before thy 
peoples and has given thee possessions, and an 
everlasting name?” 
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sports amongst the bones of his lair? Yet hast 
thou no bewels of compussion on this meek, and 
broken-hearted woman, on whose ways, and the 
yearnings of whose spirit, the Lord hath looked 
down in tender compassion; and hast never called 
to mind how the Moabitess, Ruth, found favour in 
his eyes, for the love and the faith that was in 
ber soul, so that he has made her the mother 
of kings, and engrafted her into the line which 
shall bring forth the Hope and the Blessing of all 
sations; and thou—even thou—art of her lineage ! 

Herein, oh lover of battles! hast thou grievously 
offended; and thy deeds of cruelty will not pass 
fom remembrince, 

“Tse a glorious monarch coming on in the path 
of years, to sit on the throne of Ismel, I see 
him unsheath the sword of retribution against the 
offenders in his father’s days, I eee the altar of 
God; and one who shewed no pity, and feared not 
tw crush the feeble and the desolate, clings to its 
horns for safety—and finds none! 

Behold! thou bruised, but obedient and meek 
daughter of a chastised people, thy heart is ap- 
proved, and thy person is accepted by the Lord 
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way is open: rest, and food shall not fail you ; nor 
thall anything have power to hurt you, till ye 
come into your land !” 

He turned towards the stairs of the tower,— 
exhibiting the marvellous doings of the Almighty, 
by which such wondrous power was made'to teside 
in a frame, that seemed already tottering to the 
grave; and, at one and the same time, might be 
seen this aged servant of God seated in his litter, 
and borne by two of the sons of the prophets, and 
followed by a little troop of others, ready to take 
their turns in bearing him, moving over the plains 
ata rapid pace; while, in another direction, went 
the three ransomed ones, ist tears of love and won- 
der, towards their own land. 
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CHAPTER L 


A blessed land was the land of Israel in its hap- 
piest period ; and of that period, if we were to settle 
the crowning epoch, would it not be the opening of 
the reign of Solomon? It was a land in 0 fair a 
dime; so admirably diversified by every feature 
that ean delight the eye,—elevate the spirit,—and 
contribute to the amenity of life ;—mountains,— 
rushing waters,—valleys and wildernesses. Moun- 
tains here crowned with snow; here with wide and 
solemn forests, abounding with beasts of chase; 
here lifting up green hills of pasturage, wandered 
by innumerable flocks; valleys of wild, sweet 
aspect; and these divided from each other by wil- 
dernesses which were anything but what are com- 
monly called by that name,—expanses of rich and 
summer beauty,—wide, liberty-breathing tracts, 
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‘The people were, for the most part, a rural and 

pastoral people. Scuttered through the varied 
scenery of those charming regions, cach family on 
its paternal inheritance, they lived at ease, each 
man under his vine and his fig-tree. Wherever 
the eye turned, it beheld objects of delightful con~ 
templation, Towns small, antique, and quiet; 
with their low, and varied gables; their more 
ample, cool dwellings with flat roofs, where the 
evening breeze might be enjoyed; their spacious 
courts; their fragrant and bowery gardens, Here, 
venerable age, sitting in the shade of their native 
sycamores; here groups of children at play; fair 
matrons, and fuirer damsels, all exhibiting that full 
and graceful vigour of form, that beauty and hilarity 
of countenance, which mark a happy and contented 
people. And then, beyond the space allotted by 
the law to the common benefit, the fields displayed 
growing or ripened crops, or undulating pasturnges . 
of abundant flocks and herds. Throughout the 
valleys were scattered picturesque abodes; and 
slong the steep hill-sides every spot was on- 
Fiched and beautified by the hand of unwearied 
industry, ‘Terraces of stone-work supported plots 
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of their history, all contributed to imbue them 
with a lofty and herole spirit. ‘Their enemies hed 
fallen back on every side; many of the original 
iuhobitants, whieh retained strong-holds in the 
country, had beew rooted out; their population had 
increased ; their towns become filled with snb- 
stantial and cheerfal dwellers; their country culti- 
vated to, an extraordinary degree of beauty and 
fruitfulness ;—the land was lovely—its people pros- 
perous and happy. 

All these traits had been wonderfully heightened 
by the reign of David; one of the most accom- 
plished monarchs that ever filled a throne. Born 
one of the people, he had drawn the hearts of the 
people after him. Personal beauty in his youth, 
when he followed his father's flock in the wilder- 
ness, was in him striking; yet was it the least of 
those qualities whieh gave him power over the 
popalar spirit. Poetry seemed to have come upon 
him as the soul of the solitudes which he haunted: 
nature spread out to him her fairest features; he 
perused them with intense interest, and laid up in 
his soul exhaustless treasures of her beautiful 
imagery. He could, moreover, give utterance to 
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to fill all men with wonder, Great as it had 
become, it appeared destined to be incalculably 
greater. The favour of heaven shone on it with 
fall and unclouded splendour: it was glorious in 
the eyes of all nations; in itself filled, from end to 
end, with happiness. Not asymptom of decay bad 
yet shown itself amid its radiance—not a breath of 
evil fortune breathed upon it. The fall—rapid 
and dreary,—the fall, which commenced in this 
great monarch, and continued from reign to reign, 
fearful, calamitous, ruinous, was yet unknown— 
undreamed of. The wisest of men, the most pow- 
erfal of monarchs, the most sublime and spiritual of 
worshippers, had not yet displayed to the asto- 
tished world the extremity of mortal fecblencss. 
The kingdom was not yet rent asunder. That 
awful race of men—the prophets—might occasion- 
ally come forth from their abodes, and bearding 
the offending monarch in his palace, stand clad in 
‘the strength of the Almighty, and cry;—* thou art 
the man!" but they had not yet begun those por- 
Rentous strains of wild und unexampled poetry, 
whose barden wax desolation and destruction to 
‘this and to many nations ;—strains which sounded 
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trees and sycamores; and, at some little distance, 
groups of thinly scattered palms. ‘This was the 
abode of Jathniel and Cutha. It was a low, white 
building of square form, with 4 flat parapeted roof, 
which commanded a view of the surrounding 
country; and where the cool freshness of the ere 
and night might be enjoyed. A wide colonnade 
with pillars of unhewn cedar surrounded the whole 
building, furnished with seats where all the aspects 
and influences of the day and season might be 
lasuriously obtained, At some distance, in different 
directions, might be discerned, clumps of trocs 
overshadowing the huts of the herdsmen and shep- 
herds, who followed the numerous flocks of cattle, 
sheep, and goats, the property of Jathniel, which 
wandered on this wilderness and the neighbouring 
hills. Their wives and daughters, employed in 
their household affairs, might be seen going in and 
out, or seated in the shade of a tree, working the 
domestic mill for family bread, or spinning the 
woo! and cotton for family attire; and the cries of 
the children playing on the heath, enlivened this 
wide solitude, y 

A happier family never inhabited 9 more beauti- 
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bread hat, and copious raral robe, might be seen 
mounted on his large, white ass, a beautiful crea- 
ture, full and sleck, yet grave und gentle as its 
master, slowly riding over,the plains: visiting now 
his herdsmen, now his shepherds ; surveying with 
undiminished interest their various charges. Hear- 
ing all their details of accidents from wild beasts, 
tempests, and other causes, and their propositions for 
future management; now proceeding to the labour- 
ers of his corn-fields, now to those of his vineyards, 

Jothniel’s possessions were princely; and they 
gave him full employment, of the kind exactly 
suited to his taste,—to expatiate in the quiet and 
freshness of nature; to watch and oversee her oper- 
ations; to provide for the supply of corn, and wine, 
and oil; to make all his creatures comfortable—all 
his rational creatures contented and happy. Jath- 
niel was belored as the common father, and ho- 
noured as a king in his own domains. He was an 
old and valued friend of David. In his youth he 
had known him. He had seen him in Bethlehern. 
They had met with their focks in the wilderness, 
and Jathniel bad listened with wonder and delight 
tothe poetry, the music, the aspirations after glory 
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Dalphon, was about his own age, and bad been 
the companion of the young prince for days and 
weeks, as he followed his favourite pursuit of 
satural history, in the woods and plains around. 
During the heat of noon, Jathnicl returned home 
to enjoy his wonted repose. During the morning, 
Cutha had been superintending the household 
affairs ;—as the heat of the day again abated, they 
all re~ussembled to their evening meal; and after- 
wards enjoyed the awakening breezes on their 
howse-top, and beheld thence the varying glories of 
dying day exhibiting themselves on the distant 
tills; beheld the flocks and herds driven by their 
keepers towards their different folds; or they wan- 
dered in the fragrant paradise of their almost 
boundless garden and garden-wilderness; giving 
themselves up to the talk of domestic affection—to 
the sound of the paaltery, or sackbut played by 
the younger branches of the family; or listened to 
the stirring annals of their glorious nation. ‘The 
Life of David, written by Gad the prophet, and 
presented to Jathnicl by the monarch himself, was 
an inexhaustible fund of delight; for they knew 
every spot of every romantic event; the scenes of 
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at the distance of about four furlongs, issued 
through a wild defile in the Engeddi hills into the 
Dead Sea, This constituted one boundary of the 
garden. The other was formed by a sudden sink- 
ing of the ground, which left a range af procipices 
many yards high, and whose top was the common 
level of the country westward. ‘This range of pre- 
cipice stretched away southward for many furlongs 
till it met the mountains, and left a space of great 
extent below the house, which included in iteclf 
alittle world of wild beauty and romantic delight. 
On the one side was the Cedron, with its rapidly 
rushing waters, and steep banks overhung with 
willows, tumarisks, and nencias; on the other, the 
veall of precipice, hollowed bere and there into 
caverns, but for the most part covered with vines of 
richest burden, and a diversity of climbing plants; 
and along the crest of the cliffs ran a profusion of 
trees, that gave to the whole space the appearance 
ofa forest, in the eye of the distant traveller. At 
the western extremity stood the house; at the 
eastern stretched the sublime, desolate mountains 
that enclose the Dead Sea, Thus was the whole 
surrounded by barriers of the most beautiful, or 
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lope, ever and anon, were visible, passing with 
their own buoyant motion athwart the glades, or 
reposing in its sunny dales: the cony issued from 
the Tocky cliff,—played its merry antics,—and 
‘gain disappeared : and birds, great and small, flew 
from tree to tree, arose on whirring wings from the 
‘Warm, deep grase, or were heard calling to each 
ther from distant places; and when the nightin- 
Gales, which haunted in great numbers this happy 
Tegion, filled all the evening air with their peerless 
Voice, well might the too-happy soul of youth 
fonget that sorrow was in the world, or cease to 
feel the nesessity of aspiring to a fairer existence. 
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ec] fics, and made Irimself master of all the 
"\Youries of the chase; and in these pleasures he 
‘exe teen accompanied by Ablaby his near kinsman 
“8a perpetual companion, the possessions of whose 
father, Geber, the brother of Jathniel, adjoined 
"Racin to the north, To pursue, on his fleet steed, 
_“<cumpanied by his friend, the swift antelope over 
“Ra pling; to le in wait, morning, noon, and 
“Light, for the shaggy bison; to beard the bear, 
She hyena, and the lion, in their airs, were his 
“SEelight; noe was it less 90, to mingle with the 
‘Rabourers,—iorn who had been known to him from 
whildhood, and many of whom were of his own kin, 
Zn the cornfields, in the vineyards, and the olive 
Kills; to laugh and joke; to labour for a merry 
hour with them, or to sce them dancing on harvest 
eve or slieep-shearing, to the sound of his pipe. 
He had devoured the wonders of their annals as 
manna: be had hung over the stories of Gad, till 
every circumstance of David's fascinating life was 
clearly impressed on his soul as the passages of 
his own existence; and he had sung the lofty 
Strains of that monarch, in every spot made im- 
mortal by bis adventures. He had followed Joab, 
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sYenmetry of form, the rich, pure, mingled air of 
Meaman and divine, which the artist has cast over 
She countenance of his creation,—so, and far more 
than so, did the spectator dwell entranced on the 
‘pects of the sisters. Every feature wos chiselled 
With a precision and lofty grace, and stamped with 
© expression of purity, high intellect, and tender 
Yemanhood, that melted the sensitive heart to 
inesistible Jove, and filled the lively imagination 
‘with dreams of an intoxicating, and long-enduring 
sweetness. The eye that was turned upon the 
stately Hamutal, pronounced her perfect. Her 
whole air, stature, and bearing, were all that the 
highest soul could imagine or desire; her grave 
dignity was declared noble and befitting; but 
when the same eye diverged to the sweet Tene, it 
was entranced with such a vision of delight, Her 
figure, less tall, less ample, was moulded so ex- 
quisitely ; so full of harmony were all her move- 
ments; and over her fice played such mingled 
lights of a bright spirit,—of mirth, of wit, of a 
frank, sisterly Kindness, that minds of all tastes 
and temperaments, were drawn by a delicious 
enchantment towards her, and pronounced her 
the most delightful of her sex. 

You. 1. © 
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discussed; to see the flashing eyo, tho illumined 
features, the frame all possessed by the dominant 
spirit of her zeal and admiration, was to know that 
a being was before you, over which the varying 
chances of human life had a glorious, or a terrible 
power,—were capable of bearing her to the wildest 
extremes of felicity or woe. And in truth, happy 
as her youth was, and had been,—little as there had 
been to pain or darken her soul, it had became 
well known to her family that a word, an occur- 
rence of the slightest character, —nay, a mere 
passing vision of the brain, would bear down that 
fine and soaring spirit, and cover it with a strange 
darkness. The very fervour and extravagance of 
the joy with which she would enter with Dalphon 
into the discussion of their favourite topics,—with 
which she would pour out the glowing feelings 
of her bosom in some lofty and solemn song, would 
leave her feeble and exhausted, and subject to 
melancholy and brooding terrors, which were ob- 
served by her family with anxious interest. Often 
would the sedate, yet affectionate Hamutal, inter- 
pose the stendy coolness of her masculine under- 
standing, to check the oxcunive comments of 
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Such would they have been ;—as it was, they 

Were the glory and the delight of the wilderness 
“€ Tekoah. ‘They filled their paternal home with 
usic, beauty, and overflowing joy; they diffused 
mid all their kindred and dependent people, a 
sunshine of affectionate gniety. Hamutal, it ix 
tue, was saluted with more respectful looks, but 
the people blessed her; and the children kissed her 
hand, or the skirt of her robe. Dalphon, and the 
frank and sportive Tenc, they met, and followed 
with broad smiles of love and merriment. 

Such was this happy family; but there was 
another, who might almost be reckoned a member 
of it, and that was Ahlab,—the friend of Dalphon— 
the nearest kinsman of the house —tho long- 
betrothed of Hamutal, He was a gracefil youth, 
whose distinguishing qualities were gentleness and 
amiability; one of those men who have in their 
natures, more love than energy. Who would, 
pethaps, never be fonnd leading the way in enter- 
prise, but who are the first to follow a noble 
example, and to second the effort of more stirring 
minds, steadily, and to the utmost. 

Ablab and Hamutal bad been destined for each 
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A\nd now, their marriage was determined on. 
‘Their parents were desirous to see them united, 
‘ad they only waited the return of Dalphon and 
Allab from military expedition, in which they 
had been engnged for some months, They re- 
tuned; and with them a stranger—a new friend 
of Dalphon’s. 

‘This young friend was Talmai, on officer of the 
same rank os Dalphon, “Cheir acquaintance had 
egmmenced in a casual, nocturnal meeting, as 
cach visited the ‘outposts of the cunp next the 
enemy, to ascertain the vigilance of the sentinels 
under their separate commands. It was a glorious 
night; the moon shone brightly on the tents of 
the foe, and the hostile watchfires, around which 
they could discern dark figures moving, whom, 
om the morrow, they would probably meet in 
wortal combat. ‘The anxiety of the coming battle, 
made them disinelined to sleep ; the solemn crisis 
of their affairs, engaged them in eager discourse; 
and Dalphon was not more struck with the grace 
apd gallant bearing of the young officer, than 
with the life and intelligence of his conversation, 
‘The stranger officer, appeared equally charmed 
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f Tilmai, at first startled, then charmed, then 
filed every one with gaiety and animation. He 
4, in person, eminently handsome; and shewed 
Wadvantage, even in that singularly fine family. 
In dress, he was apparently unstudied, yet princely 
id splendid ; in manners, frank, gay, and gallant. 
Nature seemed to have made him in her prodi- 
gility, and fortune to have showered on him every 
git which could render the favours of nature 
effective. The happy ease and freedom of his 
behaviour, could not be witnessed without pro- 
docing a persuasion, that his birth had been in 
the lap of affiuence; that he had known life 
euly as accompanied with distinction; that no 
‘mean cares, no petty difficulties, no contemptuous 
looks of higher men had chilled its spirit, and 
cramped its free and generous action; and with 
his language, a new light seemed cast on every- 
thing around. His soul seemed formed in a freer 
‘sad more vigorous mould, than those of other men. 
‘The hearer wondered at the poverty and sterile 
contraction of his own spirit, and of the spirits 
of the multitude with whom he ordinarily con- 
versed. A freshness, a wealth, a beauty was 
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amay well be imagined what a sensation his coming 
caused in the family of Jathniel. Dulphon had re~ 
‘peatedly trumpeted forth the matchless merits and 
charms of his new friend; and Ahlab had, in his 
letters to Hamutal, not only confirmed, in his own 
gentle terms, the report, but had insinuated, that 
he clearly foresaw, in the visit of Talmai to Tekoab, 
the destiny of lene, And Allab was right. 
The letters of Dalphou, the glowing affection be 
exprossod for Tulmai, had prepared every member 
of the family to receive him with open arms; and 
hay presence, so far from disappointing their ima- 
ginations, surprised, delighted, intoxicated every 
individeal. The arrival of such a guest, made all 
oue scene of festivity. The venerable Jathniel and 
Cutha received him with the most cordial smiles 
and embraces. ‘Their welcome of him differing 
ealy from that of their own son, as it was less 
furniliar, and more markedly and ceremoniously 
expressed. Jathniel put to him a thousand ques- 
tions of his birth-place, his early life, his con- 
nexions; told a multitude of anecdotes of David, 
and praised the rising glory of Solomon, with whom 
be found Talmai a favourite officer. He enjoined 
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old people saw it, and were fully contented; the 
young, and were delighted. In the prospect of 
* felicitous an alliance, Dalphon rejoiced doubly, 
that he had found so noble a friend, and had been 
the means of blessing his favourite Tene with a 
consort so admirably adapted to her high nature, 
It would have been, indeed, difficult to decide 
whether the brother or sister were most charmed 
with their new friend. One leaning on each arm 
of their handsome guest, they might be seen walk- 
ing for hours in their wide gardens, or resting, an 
eager, happy group, beneath some great tree, en- 
gaged in interminable and intoxicating talk. 

‘The world in all its shapes was familiar to 
‘Talmai. He had seen much of every class of 
society, from the gay courts of Solomon and many 
other kingx, to the inhabitamts of tents, and huts, 
and cayes; and to those young and imaginative 
people, whose greater portion of existence had 
passed in those quiet, simple fields, his details were 
full of perpetual interest and novel surprise. He 
had visited many countries; had apparently been 
one of those fortunate beings that, impelled by the 
curiosity and ardent spirit of youth, throw them- 
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dered and speculated upon, he could pour light and 
certainty; but such light as loft them not satisfied, 
but more restless and inquisitive, It isin vain to 
paint to us the objects of our admiration with the 
view of appeasing our quest after them; the clear- 
ess of all descriptions, only excites to desire of 
more personal knowledge; and it is personal 
knowledge alone of any object of interest, whether 
it be men, their countries, arts, customs, or science, 
that leaves us at rest. 


CHAPTER Il. 


Mowrns flew away, and still Talmni wos at Tekoah, 
and still diffusing through the abode of Jathniel a 
new hilarity. It was in the glory of the spring; and 
nature and the souls of this happy family, seemed 
tuned to one spirit of rejoicing harmony. Happy 
as the dwelling of Jathniel had been, at no period, 
not even when David and his illustrious son 
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paternal manner,—* So! my young friend—so | 
Let not thy feelings or fancy, carry thee beyond 
the bounds of safety. Fear God! Remember! 
ob, remember continually, his terrible judgments 
‘in the eyes of our fathers! Remember the jealousy 
of his majesty! Remember that Uzzah put not 
forth his hand, even to touch the ark for its safety, 
bat at the price of his life. Think on the wrath 
which he has denounced on the lovers of idols! 
Ob, be jealous of his honour! be careful to love 
nothing but what he loves! Let not those seduc~ 
tions which have been too often potent enough to 
draw aside our fathers from the bright sanctuary of 
the God and Father of the universe, prevail over 
thy vivid mind. Shall it ever again be said, that 
the chosen people of Jehovah, whom he has taken 
in his arms, and planted gloriously in the face of all 
nations—oh! shall it ever again be sald, that 
they are base and brutal enough to prefer the vile 
fables and demon-gods of the heathen, to his 
loving-kindness—to tho liglt of his law, and the 
immortality of his hope? Never! never let it be, 
or let my head ere then, be at peace in the dust!" 

Suck an appeal would instantly check the roving 
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conversition was preserved in her father's presence; 
but in his absence, it vanished altogether. When 
alone with the younger part of the family, he often 
indulged in » wild extravagance of language and 
sentiment, which, though it pleased and communi- 
cated its contagion to Dalphon and Tene, startled 
and distressed herself. Knowing how prone her 
brother and sister were to topics which, in her 
mind, were full of danger; knowing with what 
difficulty she had, before their acquaintance with 
‘Talmai, restrained the vehemence and speculative 
boldness of their discussions; she was proportionably 
alarmed and grieved, when she found all the weight 
of Talmai's vast influence, of his rapid bewiNering 
eloquence, and irresistible wit, enlisted on the same 
side; and felt how vain must be all her efforts, 
to check the united flame of three such vivacious 
and ardent spirits. Often had she interposed, when 
their dialogues had, in her eycs, led them upon 
interdicted ground, only to find herself beset with 
such 2 consentaneous burst of raillery, as, though 
not unkind in itself, left her no resource but tears. 
‘Then, indeed, would their discussions cease; and 
all claspiog ber in their eager embraces, would 
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that she was justified in her dissatisfaction, and she 
was restless and melancholy. 

But her's was not a nature to sink down in 
effortless despondency. Finding that she could 
effect nothing in argument with the enthusiastic 
three together, she reasoned with them apart, in 
hor clear and Jove-breathing style, a8 opportunity 
afforded. With Dalphon she could effect litte. 
His joyous and triumphant nature, fearing nothing, 
seeing no cause for fear; delighting in the cxami- 
nation of every moral and intellectual question—in 
the exeursive exercise of his manly faculties, would 
gaily exclaim—* Trouble thyself not, dear Ha- 
mautal! trouble thyself not! I feel a good con- 
science within ;—no sense of God’s displeasure ;— 
no indignation of « slighted internal monitor. And 
why should 1? Is it not God who hax given me 
@ conscious, reasoning soul? And shall it not 
reason and inquire?” It was in vain to tell him, 
that the same God who had given him his rational 
faculties, had set clear and shining boundaries to 
their exercise, which could not be passed with 
impunity —he heard it not! In the buoyant 
gaiety of his heart, he had kissed her, and was 
gone. 
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people who dwell in other regions; to know what 
they have of good or great amid their darkness; to 
know whence their peculiar customs and traditions 
have flowed; in short, to feel an interest in those 
beyond our own borders, cannot be displeasing to 
him who has condeseended to make them; and 
who every day feeds them from his bounteous 
hand. Cast away, dear sister, cast away thy need- 
Jess fears, for we are all proud of our Hebrew birth; 
thankful for our pleasant heritage,—devoted to the 
worship of our own gracious God, ax thou art;—if 
we seek greater knowledge than our fathers, it is 
because we have greater leisure.” 

“But our father, lene—our father! Has he 
not often felt the same alarms!—scen the same 
things in the same aspects ns T do?” 

“Yes, dearest Hamutal, and from him hast thou 
caught thy terrors. But our father is old; and age 
is apt to be over-prudent. Years may give wo 
much timidity for sound wisdom ; as our youth gives 
too mauch boldness. Perhaps we may, after all, be 
a little too daring; perhaps our father is a little too 
apprehensive: but fear not,—age will come; and 
we shall sit in our, pillowed seats, and tremble, in 
turn, at the bold talk of our children." 


2 
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God's impartial providence, the adoption of Jucob 
in preference to Esau, even before their birth; 
filliig themselves with wonder that the unnatural 
duplicity of Jacob and his mother could be tole- 
rated by Heaven, while the generous, but impru- 
dent Esau was cast off as an alien. She heard 
them pitying, in no faint terms, the fate of Saul, to 
whose faults, in their eyes, little charity was ex- 
teaded; while those of David were visited with 
comparative lenity;—the one, for a single act of 
disobedience, sternly and for ever rejected, and left 
to the melancholy misery of remorse; the other, 
repeatedly reproved, but repeatedly pardoned, and 
advanced to higher favour. 

To such things she listened for a time, as over- 
come by the weakness of surprise ; but that 
weakness gave way to the power of virtuous in- 
dignation, and she exclaimed, in a tone of firm 
and expressive energy, and accompanied by an 
air of grieved dignity, that startled, and fixed 
them in deep attention.—“ Whither! whither! 
misguided creatures, do you go? To what state 
of strange misery are you advancing? Dear to 
me, inexpressibly dear, as ye are, individually, I 
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pious inquiries I cannot hear them without 
horror. Oh! were you strange, and indifferent 
to me, as anything in the human shape can be im- 
different, I should hear your words with terrible 
affright, and should fy from you as from the 
spirits of darkness, And can it be the seul 
precious to me as my life, that are uttering such 
fearful things? I will hear them ne more! You 
know not your own spirit: you know mot whither 
your own zeal, or the cunning of the eternal 
enemy is bearing you. I have heard you, many 
atime, dwelling on the marvellous events of ear 
annals; on the prominence of our national position ; 
on the splendour, and spiritual grandeur of our 
poetry; and my heart has gone proudly with 
yours, and has throbbed with a kindred—a most 
happy feeling;—but of late, I know not what 
fatality has fallen upon you, — what spirit hes 
seized you ;—but I am sure it is not a good one: 
for, whatever may be your theme—wherever you 
may begin, by some strange, and melancholy ten- 
dency, you for ever come round to doubts and 
questionings of Providence, that are fatal to peace, 
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~futal to the fair health and joy of the soul—fatal 
to all its everlasting prospects. Oh! precious 
creatures ! open your eyes at my bidding, and see 
really that an evil influence has fallen upon you. 
Is there nothing in our past records, in our present 
national prosperity—in this fair country, in which 
we are placed as in another Eden, to; dwell, every 
man under his own vine and his own fig-tree; 
unlike in knowledge, in purity of faith, in strength 
and felicity of hope, to all other people ;—is there 
nothing in all these things to arrest your attention, 
and to fill your minds with thoughts and feelings 
more gladdening to yourselves, and more acceptable 
to your maker?) God! God of Jacob, and of 
all his children, which arc now, os thou didst 
promise, like the stars of heaven for multitude,” 
she exclaimed, turning her large, tearful eyes 
towards heayen:—“ Oh! send not thy judgments 
on these dear transgressors; but impress their 
strong minds indelibly with the judgments thou 
hast 0 often executed. Oh! how is it,” she 
added, again addressing them, “that you should 
not bear more awfully in memory the many terrible 
judgments of the wilderness, on the doubters and 
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ven to the loquacious Talmai. Tene sprang 
forward, as she saw Hamutal, evidently oppressed 
By ber feelings, about to retire, and clasped her to 
er heart with a throbbing bosom, and with tear- 
brimmed eyes: the two youths followed her 
example, and they separated without a word. 

When Haroutal was alone with Tene, that tender 
and sensitive creature again flew to her bosom, and 
wept upon her neck a flood of trembling tears. 
She gared in Hamutal's eyes with the expression 
of thanks and blessings, which no tongue ever yet 
commanded: and when the tongue itself found 
tatteramce, it wns in terms of admiration of Ha- 
matal’s eloquence: and exalted beauty, that to 
Hamutal appeared wild and extravagant. Tene 
kissed her again and again, as with an unap- 
peasable emotion, and avowed that her words had 
awoke in hor a sense of dangor and transgrossion 
that would nevor forsake her. Hamutal clasped 
her im her arms, fondly kissed her, and was happy; 
happy so as never heart was, but in the double 
feeling of the deepest love, and high duty done in 
its cause, 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Hiuwcrat had the mtisfaction to see that her veso™ 
had effected all the change she desired in the cos™ 
versation of her relatives. They were lively, oo 
fall of zeal as ever; but it seemed to have taken 4 
new turn, or rather to have gone back to th 
landable and healthful tone of former years. Fer 
a time she truly walked in the joy of ber heart oa 
this pleasant revolution ; bat, as the excitement of 
her spirits abated, and her mind calmly reviewed 
the circumstances that had passed, she found her 
self far from happy. She found that the entire 
confidence which she once felt in Talmai, was 
really shaken. It was true that Dalphon and 
Tene had, before his arrival, often pained her 
by the freedom of their discourse, on important 
and sacred subjects; bat his voice and example 
had evidently carried them far, far beyond the im- 
pulse of their own natures, in the fearful path they 
had been treading; and had sown in their minds 
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utter misery. Oh! to discern him capable of in- 
sincerity | to find the smallest of his virtues but 
assumed! Where, in such a case, was the hap- 
piness of Iene? She turned from the iden in 
horror, and would fain drive it from her; but it 
‘was not to be so driven; it was fixed deep, in the 
Clear consciousness of her spirit. She called to the 
aid of her desires, all the foree of her reason, and 
all the @atterics of her hope; she looked through 
the whole of Talmai’s abode with them, and could 
see a bright array of attractions, of courtesies, of 
amiability, and what had till this moment appeared 
to her as genuine virtues. She could not charge 
him with any actual evil, with little indiscretion 
save of his tongoe; and she fain would persunde 
herself, thit she had given way to a groundless and 
injurious suspicion, and upbraided herself with 
unkindness. She saw her beloved lene living 
without a fear, without a care, in the highest de- 
pendence on Talmai’s affection,—happy, happy as 
human creature can be; and blooming in the 
triumphant flush and glow of beauty, with which 
the gladness of the heart, and the full flowing tide 
of rich affections can light up the fairest form in 
a8 
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daties. She felt that a great and momentous mat- 
ter was laid upon her. It was of vital importance 
to her sister’s happiness, that she should ascertain 
whether the being upon whom she had conferred all 
her fervent heart, was worthy of that noble gift. If 
not—woe—woe and death were before her; and 
it mattered little whether it came in the shock of 
adiscovery immediate and sudden, or the serpen- 
tine sting of an unfolding, slow, but not the less 
deadly. Better, indeed, the first than the last! 
But it was of the extremest consequence that 
Hamutal should not be mistaken; that she should 
not entertain, much less propagate an unjust and 
most sorrowful error. To avoid this, to fix her 
mind on the base of surest truth, whatever that 
» might be, she made her resolve, and set instantly 
about it. In the first place, she postponed the day 
of her own marriage, because that was decided to 
be the marriage day also of ene. This was a 
cause of much surprise to the whole family ; but 
that surprise she anticipated, and she had only 
therefore to persist, in her cool and steady manner, 
to declare it the wish of both herself and Ahlab, 
whom she had indeed prevailed upon to acquiesce 





OF ‘BLOOD. 61 


were too well founded,—and she was wretched. 
Day and night, the fearfulness of her own thoughts 
tortured her. A melancholy conviction, that the 
felicity of their long-blessed house was over; that 
she must see the light of their life—the dear and 
gifted Iene — the victim of deluded-hopes, and 
every individual of the family bowed with her to 
the dust, was perpetually with her. Like a strong 
man, on whom some dark disease has, for the first 
time seized, she would, ever and anon, rouse her- 
self with a sighing effort, and endeavour to think 
that the oppression of her soul was a dream; but 
the tide of troubled and overwhelming conviction 
poured in again the next moment, and she sank 
down in still deeper sadness. 





was a near kinsman of his master, but of twice his 
own age. He was of a middle stature; strongly 
built, and of a dark complexion. There was a 
shrewdness in his sharp features, and dark, keen 
eye, that marked him at once to an observer, as a 
discerning and subtle-spirited fellow. A dry and 
grotesque humour, and a fund of merry anecdote, 
picked up in his various journeys with his master, 
made him a favourite both with Dalphon, with the 
whole family, and with his fellows. He was one 
who saw everything, forgot nothing, and was sel- 
dom deceived in his estimate of whatever characters 
he had the opportunity of observing. ‘To these 
qualities, he added the most faithful attachment to 
the whole house, and especially to Dalphon, whom 
be had carried in his arms when # child, and bad 
tince accompanied in many pleasant, and many 
dangerous days. This man, Hamutal had for 
some time observed, testified no symptom of liking 
towards Talmai. He was civil and respectful, but 
he was no more; while Talmai, on his part, from 
having taken much pains to testify his opinion of 
Shailum’s cleverness and quaint wit; and from 
treating kim with particular condescension, had, of 














his indefatigable hands. Shady seats and odorous 
bowers were, ever and anon, rising at his touch 
with sudden reality to surprise his beloved kinsfolk 
and patrons; and he had for ever some nice can- 
trivance for the hives and arrangement of bees ; for 
the accommodation of the larger animals that fre- 
quonted the groves, and lawns, and thickets, He 
watched over, and guarded against the casualties to 
which young fawns and other young animals were 
exposed; and might often be seen bringing on his 
arm, some helpless and deserted thing, to cherish at 
‘his own dwelling. Even for the birds he exercised 
awatchfal care. He suspended gourds and pots to 
walls and trees, wherein to fix their nests: he scat- 
tered various sceds through the garden-wilderness, 
to grow and furnish food to their various tastes: 
and walked amongst all his benevolent schemes, 
one of the happiest of men. 

‘Tt was in the garden that Hamutal, with a beat- 
ing and foreboding heart, sought him; and she 
found him busy repairing the trellis-work of a 
bower-o'ershaded bath, on the banks of the Cedron, 
‘For some time she sate and talked with him of his 
work; inquired after the objects of his various 
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said in a low voice:— Why, honoured kins- 
woman, at so late a period, ask such a question of 
me ?”” 

That is a very proper answer, Shallum, to my 
query, I admit; but the reason that I have not 
asked this before is, thatwe have been all too much 
occupied with one another, to think of asking ques 
tions about one anothor.”” 

And is it so no longer?” asked Shallum, 

Hamutal started at the interrogation. It flashed 
upon ber a trath, which she felt the shrewd Shal- 
tum bod at once laid bare to her; but she sub- 
dued her foelings, and rejoined -— 

“Why truly, Shallum, we have lived long 
enough together now to be pretty familiarly no- 
quainted with each other; and it is, therefore, in 
trath, but natural, that we should be not quite #0 
much absorbed by each other's conversation. — 
Having had time to form an opinion of our new 
friend, we would also now know what others think 
of him.” 

“Dear damsel,” said Shallum, “why trouble 
yourselves about the opinions of others, if you are 


happy in your own?” 
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stood chilled to a stone; till her emotion over- 
powering the strength of her nature, she sighed 
deeply, reeled aside, and clasped a tree for support. 

Instantly Shallum sprung upon his feet; his 
tears were dried up; and, supporting Hamutal till 
he saw her reviving, he exclaimed with eagerness: 
“Let not, honoured kinswoman, vain fears over- 
come thee. I know little, but what I do know, 
thou shalt hear. It is true I love not Talmai; but 
my dislike is grounded on slight circumstances, and 
may be altogether unreasonable. And while all 
those who are most concerned admire and love him 
strongly, why should 1, who am but an unworthy 
worm, disturb their esteem of Talmai with vain 
terrors?” 

As he said this, he drew from his bosom a folded 
piece of figured linen, and unwrapping it, presented 
to Hamatal’s astonished eyes a pair of Moubitish 
armlets of gold, studded alternately with diamonds 
and rubies, 

“ Thou seest these,” said Shallum. * When my 
master, Dalphon, became acquainted with Talmai, 
many were the mutual queries which I heard them 
make of each other's friends and fortuncs. Much 
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At these words Dalphon entered. With a 
secret gesture Talmai signed to me to take up the 
Jewels, and I took them, moved by asecret thought 
that they might enable me to deal fairly with the 
tempter.” . 

“ And didst thou tell this to Dalphon ?” 

“No,” replied Shallam, “I would have told 
him: I even produced the jewels, and began— 
“ Talmai gave me these, and I would fain tell thee 
why.” “Away with thee,’ he replied; ‘if Tal- 
mai has given them to thee, enough !—I want to 
hear no more.” “ Butit concerns,” [ replied; “it 
concerns”—‘ Begone!" he said, hastily; it con- 
cerns not me, Whatever Talmai does, is right.” 
‘Thas he sent mo away, and I dared not renew the 
subject; but I have kept the trinkets carefully to 
this day; saying, peradventure they will one day 
be of avail. If Telmai be a true man, and win 
Jene, these shall be hers;—if he be not a true 
man, they shall be continually before me, and tell 
me what'to do!" 

* And has Talmai said no more to thee on the 
subject?” said Hamutal. 

“Yes,” replied Shallum. “ We had been re- 
turned some time; and he had won the love of 
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CHAPTER V1. 


A dark house was the good old mansion of Tekeal 
now become to Hamatal. ‘That place, so long in 
her eyes, the fairest, the happiest on earth, was 
now gloomy and full of melancholy, It had lost 
its air of peace ;—it had no sound of comfort. She 
felt that its happiness was gone for ever; and that 
in ber bosom was lodged the secret of a misery, 
that must come forth ere long, and blast and deso- 
late everything around. The diselosure of Shal- 
{um was small, very small in its nature; it was the 
mere offer of a gift by Telmai to engage bis good- 
will,—and might be deemed, in most eyes, a thing 
of little concern, Such acts were done every day, 
by men who not only stood well with the good, but 
who, for those very acts, were praised as kind and 
generous. But in her yiew, as well as in Shal- 
lam’s—especially when the extraordinary value of 
the gift was considered—it was the offer of a bribe 
unworthily and clandestinely to attempt to warp 
YOu th E 
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her very existence depended upon the suppression 
of a few fatal syllables, —to see her walking on 
te very brink of the precipice, where she should 
be dashed to pieces, gathering flowers, carolling 
out her joyous funcies, totally unconscious of its 
proximity, was more than her nature could bear: 
her frame trembled and faded away beneath the 
influence of the hidden torture; her face con- 
fessed that there was something lamentably wrong 
within,—confesed it 0 plainly, that all eyes were 
now turned upon her in wondering anxiety. The 
three youths were absent at Jerusalem ; and well as 
Harautal knew the virtue of Ahlab, and of her 
brother, she could not help entertaining some 
Mrange, vague fears, from the bare circumstance of 
thelr being with Talmai, far removed from the in- 
fluence of the eyes of Jathniel and his family. 
This added eminently to her solicitude; besides 
that she had not even the satisfaction of one soul, 
except Sillum, to whom to communicate her 
apprehensions, or from whom she could ask counsel. 
Many and anxious were the inquirics of her pa~ 
rents and Tene into the cause of her indisposition;— 
was it of the body, or the mind? What had thus 
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strong as ever, without being felt by both parties 
with a sense of strange unhappiness. Tene would 
sit for hours leaning on Hamutal’s couch, gazing 
on her with eyes of intensest affection and care; 
and ever and anon, saying in a low, sweet, but 
emplatic tone, “Is there nothing, dearest Hamutal, 
that Tecan do for thee? Is there no thought, 
no hidden care that I en participate?" and then, 
as if fearful that she was pressing unwelcomely on 
Hammutal’s will, she would be silent. These were 
trying moments to Hamutal. To withhold from 
the dear girl—the companion of her whole life, 
a single thought, was itself a hardship; but to know 
that the expression of that thought which now 
wore her away like an internal fire, was misery and 
death to the unsuspecting inquirer, was intolerable 
agony. Hously her tried and suffering soul sent 
itself up in prayer to the Almighty; not that he 
would take her away from her distress, but that he 
would enable her to bear it, and to administer help 
te those dearer to her than her own life, whom she 
saw must soon be plunged into the furnace of an 
wntried affliction, Hourly she prayed for the 
return of Ablab, and he came. 
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hitherto, quitted his side, on any important occa- 
sion, —now that the conduct of Talmai could not 
have failed to grieve him, and to render his own 
society more necessary, could thus coldly permit 
him to depart alone. But the sad astonishment 
of Ablab, at the state in which he found Hamutal, 
left no room for immediate explanation. He beheld 
for a time, in speechless amaze and anguish, the 
wasted being before him, scarcely capable of raising 
herself on the couch to mect his embrace, whom 
ho bad left so full of bloom and majesty. She 
threw her wan, feeble arms around his neck, laid 
her head on his bosom, and they both wept in 
silence. 

It was not till some time had elapsed, that Abiab 
could gain the command of his voice; when he 
broke forth with a multitude of anxious and affec~ 
tionate inquiries. Hamutal, instead of reply, 
bockoned the rest to withdraw, and then, seeming 
to gather sudden strength, she sate leaning on 
the cushions, and looking gravely at Ahlab, said, 
“My present sickiioss, dearest Ablab, may soon 
be accounted for; but first tell me why thou hase 
suffered Dalphon to go alone? It is not like thee, 
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his seat, and walking to and fro, he exclaimed 
“ Hamutal! Hamutal! thou art but too right in 
thy fears! My thoughts of Talmai are thine; 
and these thoughts have brought me hither at 
this moment. God is my witness what it has cost 
me, to suffer Dalphon to go on without me; but [ 
could not suffer a serpent to glide back hither, 
without hastening to guard you from his venom, 
Oh God! oh God! what hos not that gay and 
gilded cockatrico already done! The fairest hopes 
blasted !—the fairest happiness laid waste !—the 
fairest creatures made miserable ! 

“Hamutal! often have we marvelled at the 
brilliant talents of Tulmai; but this wilderness 
was not the place where the half of his powers 
could display themselves, When we reached the 
city, he seemed to breathe a new atmosphere ;—to 
become anew man! Dalphon was much engaged 
at court ;—much occupied with the cares of the new 
charge and rank in the army, which the king has 
given him; and, therefore, Talmai devoted much 
of his time to mysclé He was obligingly desirous 
to make me acquainted with the various scenes and 
society of the city; and truly his qualifeation for 
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the fruits and produce of various countries; and 
wandered, with marvelling cyes, over forms of 
female beauty and princely youth, such as before I 
did not imagine adorned our capital. Mirth, 
gaiety, grace, seemed to have been hidden from 
me heretofore, but to have been in the path of 
Talmai, common as air and sunshine. 1 was sur- 
prised,—but not more at the elegance and affluence 
through which I moved, than at the spirit which 
everywhere prevailed. The tongue of Talmai 
seemed to possess a never-ceasing activity; and 
poured forth a merriment that feared not to touch 
on the most solemn and sacred subjects, with a 
daring and reckless brilliance that startled me; but 
seemed to startle no one else. Wherever he went, 
he was hailed with smiles, accosted with gay and 
tender words, and his eloquent trifling excited in 
all places laughter and delight. 

“Talmai!" 1 frequently said, as we left some 
such sumptuous abode, where his words and those 
of his friends had ‘shocked me, “is this the spirit 
and conversation of Jerusalem—the holy city— 
the city of God? The very birds are not allowed 
to alight om the boly Sanctuary lest they defile it, 
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much laxity of morals—what the luxurious will 
call, a more reasonable and liberal conscience : in 
the other, the influence of nature and solitary 
thought; and, besides these, the continual eye of 
the labouring and simple-hearted people, who are 
seandalized at the smallest departure from their 
primitive standard of Jaw and piety, keep up a 
mare rigid rule of life, and perhaps, a more sub- 

“ What I say to thee is—see with thy own eyes, 
form thy own judgment from observation of both 
sides of human existence, and then act as that 
perfected judgment dictates. Depend upon it, 
Ablab, wisdom is not to be found by looking 
merely on the quict loveliness of nature, and dwell- 
ing amongst the simplest and purest of our race, 
We must descend into the depths of the hidden 
and the dark; we must ascend into the region of 
bright and false lustres; we must know both what 
is above, and beneath and around us; and instead 
of closing our eyes when objects of ovil present 
themselves, we must gaze boldly on them, and 
learn what they truly ure. If thou wouldst be 
ignorant and happy—happy in that small degree 
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the terror, the remorse, that thou knowest are rife 
—ay, even in the envied places of the world; and 
shalt bless God with a more emphatic thankfulness, 
both for thy knowledge and the happiness that it 
enbanees,”” 

“But Talmai,” I replied, “will not tho loss be 
greater than the gain? Can I learn to know that 
men are evil, and become not cvil myself? And 
what happiness can J look for purer, higher, more 
to be coveted, than to live with Hamutal in my 
own dear plains, and with her friends and mine?” 

“Truly Ablab,” ‘Talmai replied with a smile, 
“thou dost somewhat put me to a strait for an 
answer; but thou art a fortunate fellow. Yet even 
that,—” 

“Nay,” suid 1, “tell me, ean I pass through 
scenes like these, without sullying my own spirit ” 

“ Just," he exclaimed, “ as that splendid insect,” 
pointing to it as we passed, * that, worm-like, has 
made its way through the slimy mud of that broken 
fountain; and issuing forth in golden armour, and 
with glittering wings, Rirts its brond, filmy pinions 
in the cheering sunshine—looks eagerly abroad, and 
darts off into the blue fields of aire Thinkest thou 
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of wealth and pleasure. I beheld with wonder the 
easy sobriety of Talmai’s bearing—the cvident 
delight of these grey-headed sages, in a being so 
totally different to themselves. But when they 
proceeded to conversation, I imagined I could 
readily discern the cause of their interest in him, 
“Well,” said one with a paternal smile, “and 
when, my son, will thy heart have satiated itself 
with the fleeting pleasures of vanity? When shall 
those talents, and that knowledge with which God 
has so eminently crowned thee, be devoted to the 
service of him and his people? It cannot be long, 
Talmai, it cannot be long, or I shall deem that £ 
have augured too well of thee, and fear lest my 
counsels have been lavished in vain.” ‘ Welcome, 
noble youth,” exclaimed another, as we entered his 
demicile; “I hear thou art about to enter the 
worthy family of the good old Jathnicl: soon, 
therefore, wilt thou begin to practise that profound 
knowledge of the law which thou hast gathered 
here. Soon wilt thou become a judge and a coun- 
wellor amongst thy people. I have continually 
said that such a spirit as thine, was not given but 


for some good purpose; and I hope, even at my 
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have believed, and would have listened to the 
youth’s confessions and inquiries, and to the bene~ 
volent and sage replies of his ancient friends, with 
the deepest and most sympathetic interest: but to 
me, who had lately seen him acting in so diverse a 
character, uttering opinions so irreconcilable, it was 
a hatefal scene, And it was not one scene, but 
many; and every time I wondered more and more, 
a the astonishing acuteness and inexhaustible in- 
telligence of this strange being, and felt more 
restless aversion to his conduct. 

“Talmai,” I exclaimed when we were alone, 
“what impious mockory is this? ‘Thou didst pro- 
dict that I should like these people better than 
those I saw before,—and I like them well; but in 
seeing them and thee together, I like thee Jess. 
By what principle canst thou vindicate thy du- 
plicity to these venerable men? Either now or 
heretofore, thou must have assumed a character 
and uttered sentiments that are not thine; and I 
se already exemplified, the effect of seeking good 
through the medium of evil ‘Thou hast wounded 
me deeply. I remember whose affections thou 
hast won, and one day she must despise thee as I 
despise thee now.” 
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Sot see that, under the shew of wisdom, they seek 
the honour vf the multitude ; and from that honour, 
wealth and distinction. Thou dost not soe that, at 
this moment, with a monarch famed for his know- 
ledge and sagneity;; they ure, each and all, hoping 
to climb into the higher honours of the priesthood; 
into Levitical offices; into the dispensation of the 
laws. Thou canst not see this, but I can shew 
thee; and if I shew thee not to thy full conviction, 
forgive me not. Permit me thy presence to one 
farther trial of humanity, and I ask no more; and 
thoa canst not well refuse me, or thou dost me 
mortal injury, and deniest me that justice, which is 
essential to my life and happiness !” 

He said this with an air so warmed and so 
grieved, that I could not deny him, “Be it so, 
then,” Esaid, “and let this juggling cease, for 1 like 
not this assumption of unreal character.” 

* Nor do I,” he added; **and perhaps I cannot 
perfeetly excuse it to thee or myself; but let it 
weigh in my favour, that I desired knowledge— 
keowledge of many kinds, sought in many coun- 
tries—perhaps too much so; and in that scarch, 
the habit of accommodating myself to the people I 














feet. Wrapped in our cloaks, we issued into 
the street, and pursued our way in silence and 
dorkness. At length, in a distant and poor part of 
the city, we stopped before a small door in a 
wretched and ruinous-looking house. At Talmai's 
knock it opened ; and to my surprise, admitted us 
into an obscure place, dimly lit with a feeble 
lamp. The door was instantly closed behind us, 
and seeured with bolt and chain. My wonder was 
increased, by beholding before us an iron gate, 
guarded by two men in a savage dress, each hold- 
ing a drawn sword, and demanding our pass-word. 
Talmai gave it instantly ; and instructed by him to 
follow his example in all things, I repeated it, 
The gate drew up to the roof; we passed under; 
and it again fell behind us, A stronger light now 
shewed us that we were ina long passage, or arch- 
way of massy masonry, without apparent opening 
of any description, and conveyed to the mind » 
dungeon sensation, fearful and oppressive. As we 
advanced, the lights became more frequent; other 
passages crossed at right angles; and various 
figures might be seen lightly passing to and fro in 
the dim distance, Soon a low, faint sound of 
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with silken tapestry of searlet and gold; and fur- 
nisked with cushions of the same, heavy with 
golden tassels and fringe. In the centre of the 
apartment played a beautifal fountain, whose 
waters, catching a hundred differont splendours 
from the suspended lumps, fell into a busin of 
white marble, on whose margin stood large silver 
vessels, in which were cooling, tall golden flagons 
of wine. Various odoriferous shrubs and trees 
stood also round the fountain, drooping their 
heavy clusters of fowers, as to catch the refresh- 
ment of the falling spray: and numerous servants, 
im close and brilliant habits, went to and fro, 
lightly and silently as spirits. The whole fair 
feone, the coolness, and the fresh, flowery odours 
that floated through the place, fell on the senses 
with delicious effect. 

“ Tulmai and myself were received with smiles 
and congratulations, and took our places at the 
feast. When I had time to collect my faculties 
into something like a steady observance, 1 noted 
that the whole company were arranged alternately 
man and a woman; and the women were such to 
look upon as I had not deemed it possible for one 
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capital to produce—magnificent alike in stature 
and beauty of face! ‘The men wore all a robe of 
similar fashion, but the women were arrayed in a 
strange diversity of garbs; and I recognised in 
some of them the costume, aot of Israel, but of 
neighbouring people. They had also as varied 
styles of countenance ; far, to my eyes, unlike any 
thing I had witnessed in my own countrywomen; 
and yet they were lovely as you might imagine 
the angels of heaven;—such rich and swelling 
forms—such noble lineaments —such living and 
awful eyes. When I had observed this, much as I 
was charmed by the whole extmordinary scene, 1 
was inly disturbed, I called to mind the poor and 
ruinous exterior of this building, so strangely con- 
trasted with the airy beauty of this central hall, 
and with the dim and massy approach to it, and I 
felt a sudden fear that some species of evil was 
connected with it. But when I looked round me 
agnin, T recognised amongst the men, mumbery 
whom I had seen holding the highest and most 
solemn places in society: yes! men, whose old 
white heads shone strangely, encircled by these 
gorgeous garlands, [saw not » few of the mi 
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nisters and chief captains of the king, and there- 
fore checked my fears as the foolish offspring of 
ignorance. I beheld all giving themselves up to 
the delights of a banquet, in which every delicious 
vinnd was spread before them; and I stretched forth 
my hand, and did likewise, I surveyed the dame 
who reclined beside me, and sew that she was 
dignified as a queen, and beautiful beyond desceip- 
tion, I handed to her the best and fuirest of the 
meats, the fruits, the wines, and was thanked with 
smiles and words which were full of the deepest 
enchantment, Blame me not, Hamutal, my heart 
never for a moment forgot thee ; but thou wouldst 
have confessed, hadst thou beheld that strange one, 
that she was wondrous fair, I listened to her, and 
wax amazed at the wislom of her tongue. 1 
looked up, and listened to the discourse that was 
going on around me; and truly it was such as 
would have delighted the sage monarch himself, 
kad he been present. ‘The brightest flashes of wit 
were mingled with the gravest words of wisdom, 
Knowledge gathered from the study of our own 
laws and history; froma hundred sources of foreign 
observation and intercourse; eloquent descriptions 
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‘of places and things which few of our nation have 
yet seen; and stories which, while they wonder- 
fully seized the imagination, threw streams of light 
on the mind;—such was the converse that was 
circling from end to end of that superb table. 
‘Truly, I thought, it is only in great capitals, and 
amid the servants of great kings, that the hamap 
mind, freed from local shackles, and local igno- 
rance, attains its full vigour, and revels in its per~ 
fect being. 1 gave way to the spirit that came 
powerfully upon me, to love my noble companions 
in their wise and clogant sociality—to ndmire—to 
enjoy! ‘Traly, I said to myself, these ore the 
choice spirits of the carth, that, desiring to taste 
the glory of an exalted existence without exciting 
the envy and unhappiness of the poor, shrowd 
themselves carefully from their view. 

The heavier viands were withdrawn ; the grapes 
in large and purple elusters, the pine, and a profu- 
sion of golden and melting fruits, glowed along the 
table, and wine of a purer and more inspiriting 
nature sparkled before us. We ate—we drank—o 
spirit of triumphant gladness grew amongst us, aad 
covered us as with a radiant canopy, and at once 
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‘wusic, faint and unseen, awoke. It swelled and 
strengthened, and filled the hall with streams of 
mysterious sound. [ gazed hither and thither, but 
could not discover whence it came. Jt was as if 
the children of heaven sang to us in their unknown 
tongue; and gave us, not words, but a spirit that 
thrilled through us, and haunted us with a hundred 
vague fancies and inexplicable emotions, I gazed 
along the table;—for a brief space, the most ani- 
mated speakers continued their discourse amid the 
invisible music; but as it kindled into power, all 
became silent; and here and there, I beheld the 
guests arrested in the midst of some lively action— 
fixed as by enchantment, with an extended arm, or 
with a cup raised to the lips, devouring the ineffa- 
ble sweetness with all their souls, Never till then 
had I seemed to know what music was. I heard a 
legion of spiritual matures poiiring out from their 
invisible sphere their delicious voices ;~some utter- 
ing some tender grief—some wailing in huge woe 
—some breathing the soul and wonder of deeds 
that could be done only in immense and far-off 
worlds—and some bursting into peans of mighty 
and inconeviyable triumph, 1 listened, and Iny as 
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applause; and again the music changed to a hurried 
dream of voluptuous bewilderment. A riotous 
mirth kindled along the whole table; and to my 
amazement, mouths that but recently were uttering 
wisdom, were now loud with sinful folly. I was 
about to turn and upbraid Talmai for bringing me 
hither, when a vivid light glared through the whole 
hall, like the livid brightness of sheeted lightning, 
and I saw, with wondering eyes, figures spring up, 
as it were, from the solid marble floor. They stood 
along the front of the whole semi-circular board— 
the gods of the heathen! In the same moment 
every arm was raised, and the splash of wine from 
a hundred beakers, was heard on the floor, I 
heard—* honour to Chemosh !—honour to Semel! 
—honour for ever to Baal!—to Ashtaroth |” — 
resound on every side from the lips of men and 
women ;—and I leaped up, thrilled with a terrible 
amaze. 

I sprang from the festal couch, and beholding « 
small, dark doorway behind me, I escaped through 
it with a dizzy brain, and with limbs that trembled 
and tottered beneath me, I heard behind me the 
roar of impious acclamation :—I saw not—I knew 
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thou? Why tremblest thou? Why detainest 
thou me?” The figure started to its feet—the 
doak wus thrown back—and—Hamutal ! Hamutal ! 
—what did I behold? No other than Abital, the 
fair daughter of Shemshem, the shepherd! She, 
with whom thyself and Iene were wont to play—she 
who had become so conspicuous for her loveliness 
as she grew up—she who was supposed to be borne 
away by a troop of Ammonites, as she wandered 
among the neighbouring hills with her companions; 
and has been lamented in the dust by her parents, 
and by the whole plain of Tekooh, with tears and 
indignation. Yes! she stood before me, as one 
risen from the dead! I was smitten by violent 
sarprise, as by a giant's hand; and as men by some 
sudden shock are often cured of intoxication, so 
was the whirl of my spirit at once gone from 
me. I forgot for the moment the place—the scene 
T had witnessed—my haste and my fear * Abital !" 
T cried, * thow here!" She stood, evidently strug- 
gling for speech. Wild and strange expressions of 
desperate emotions hurried across her face. She 
was clad lightly as the dancers in the hall ;—her 
bosom bare,—her hair loosened from its gnzland, 
r3 
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is said that I was borne away by the Ammonites. 
This Ae! this, the cold, mocking miscreant himself 
has told me—but those Ammonites were his hired 
ereatures—for him they bore me away. 

*Yes! even while he wooed the lovely Tene, 
be found time and opportunity to whisper his 
flatteries to me, Ob fool! fool that 1 was, to 
lien. But while I would have abhorred treachery 
te Tene—while I thought only in playfulness to 
listen to a few of his words, and knew not the 
man,—I paid by innocence—by happiness—by life 
itself, for my folly. I had permitted him thus 
to stay me as I went to and fro, and to talk in such 
language as he only can talk, but I felt that it was 
evil, and at once determined to seo him no more, 
Such demons, however, are not readily escaped ;— 
I was besieged by his servant—vile as himself; and 
jewels, Gt only for a queen, were laid at my feet. 
I spurned them—I threw them from me; but it 
was in vain. In the hour when I least suspected; 
when I deemed that I had conquered his impet- 
uosity, and destroyed his passion, his slaves came 
upon me as I went to the olive hills with my fellow 
maidens, and, singling me out, they bore me away. 
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Te must, it must be so, or this dreadful place were 
exe now, a heap of ashes, smoking in the fire 
of thy indignation !” 

* But Ablab, Jet me effeet thy escape! With- 
out me thou must perish! The word by which you 
entered, is not the word by which thou canst gain 
egress; without that word, the guards at the gate 
would cut thee down. But I will teach it thee, 
and haste thou away.” 

She gave me the word, and flinging herself at 
my feet, embraced them in an agony of soul, and 
bathed them with her tears; then springing up, 
she seized me by the arm, and cried “fly! fly! 
make thy eseape; and oh! for my sake, never, 
hever pronounce my nume—never reveal what thou 
hast seen !"" 

“No!” I exclaimed, * 1 will not depart without 
thee! Thou, too, shalt go 1” 

11" she cried—“I! alas, that cannot be! 
No, never can I escape. Name it not, lest it raise 
in me a vain and delightful hope, that must be torn 
away from mé by the dreadful certainty of my lot. 
Na! T know my doom. Thou hast scen my fellows 
in the hall—thou canst guess my destiny, A little 
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sought her with furious eagerness, but in vain. 
One by one, did the dark, cloaked figures pass 
away into the streets, and [ was left alone. Had 
she remained in her despair in her terrible dungeon? 
Or had she, equally desirous of concealment, passed 
away in the crowd? I could not tell, and it was in 
vain to linger, Distracted with grief and indig- 
nant horror, I hasted away to my abode, resolved 
im the morning to throw myself at the feet of the 
king, and lay open to him the whole horrible scene. 
But 1 had staid by that hateful door so long, and 
now made my way so blindly, that the pale dawn- 
ing of day was already upon me; and the watch- 
men, as they saw my tall figure crowned with my 
faded garland, and my pale and haggard counte- 
mance, essayed to seize me; but I bared my sword, 
and with mien and a spirit but little short of his 
in whom some demon reigns, | drove on. [reached 
my abode—I entered, and fell senscless on the 
floor. 
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other person whose prosence offends thee, shall 
withdraw.” 

“Let him withdraw for ever!" I exclaimed : 
* too long have I tolerated his society. Let him not 
dare to show his face with the followers of God!" 

Dalphon stood and looked in still greater amaze- 
ment; but Talmai, with an air of concern, yet in 
the most unhesitating manner, at once explained to 
him all that had passed on the preceding night. 
He renewed those arguments and professions 
which he had already detailed to myself; his de- 
sire to shew me the true nature and constitution of 
society; the blame he had thence received from me; 
aod, the final experiment to prove the corruptions 
of social life, bis introduction to that assembly in 
which I had beheld many of the highest officers of 
mate. He told everything as it had occurred; he 
described all the splendour and transactions of that 
hidden place; protesting his abhorrence of the 
whole; and that nothing but his own desire of 
knowing man thoroughly, could have drawn him 
thither; nothing but his wish to open my eyes to 
my dangerous state of simplicity, could have caused 
him to lead me thither, That I had, unnoticed by 
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ledge which thou hast been so solicitous to bestow 
upon him ;—a knowledge that does not enlighten, 
does not ennoble; but at once grieves the heart, 
quenehes the confidence of man in man, and makes 
the path of life more cold, and gloomy, and selfish 
than it was before, Better were it, in my opinion, 
to suffer somewhat from the evil and the cunning 
—better to be occasionally deluded—our tender 
charities to be wasted on the worthless, than to be 
taught the fathomless depths of the wickedness of 
our nature; and in that teaching, to forego some of 
the warmth and brightness of our spirits. It is 
foolish, Talmai, yet I wish not to blame thee 
further than for thy folly; and T trust that Ahlab, 
when he regains his serenity, will cease wo blame 
thee too, In the meantime, let us withdraw.” 
‘They wont; and Dalphon speedily roturned with 
a physician, whose remedies soon abated the 
fever of my frame. When he was gone, I 
declared to Dalphon that never more should 1 
love Talmai. That I had seen him an idolater 
in the hidden conclave of idolaters; that I had 
seen what I should not then declare, but what had 
caused me to abhor and fear him. T dared not 
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day, and nearly at the same hour—with the first 
gicam of dawn. We rode rapidly—sometimes one 
firse—sometimes the other; and as we passed each 
other, Talmai would look at me with a friendly 
and conciliating air; and, in a tone which, had I 
not known the fate of Abital, might have melted 
me, would my—‘ Is there no forgiveness, Ablab, 
with the good? Stull we go and destroy the 
nsion of a family so united—so blest? My heart 
acquits me of all intention but to shew thee men 
ss they really are;—Dalphon acquits me. I may 
have been unwise, but I have not been ungenerous; 
—will Ahlab be so?” 

I burned to pronounce the name of Abital; but 
my fears for her restrained me, and, with a heart 
swelling to almost suffocation, | held on in silence. 

And now, Hamutal, a mighty task is before us 
—a duty upon us, which we cannot evade—cannot 
postpone. This man must be expelled from these 
wall—expelled far ever! No longer must he be 
suffered to lurk like an asp in the bosom of this 
procious family, till it shall please him to arise and 
sting ome or all to the death. But alas! bo has 
already wrought too surely. I see sorrow and 
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amongst us—and the evil-worker must be cast out! 
Ob! we cannot! we cannot have the wolf amongst 
the sheep; we cannot suffer Satan to dwell amid 
the children of God! But Ahisb, we must do this 
awfal work as quietly as we can—as much romoved 
from the observation of the family. Let the sinner 
go forth before his departure be even known; that 
when the tidings are revealed, his presence may be 
one evil leas in our number. 

* There is a ruinous sheepeote in the wilderness, 
atabout an hour's ride hence, on the way to Beth- 
‘chem. ‘hither invite Talmai, to meet thee at 
dawn to-morrow. He will hope it is for secret 
explanation and reconcilement. There thou shalt 
await him, and with thee, myself and Shallum. 
‘There will we dismiss him from these plains.” 

Ablab would fain have undertaken the office 
himself, supported by a few servants; and pleaded 
the impossibility of Hamutal, in her present debili- 
tated state, going through so much fatigue and 
excitement; but with her usual decision, she re- 
plied, * Hinder me not, Ablab! it is not a time to 
consult our wills or convenience. Of what good ix 
our life now, but to fulfil our bitter duties? 1 
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creatures to each other, a wan and melancholy 
company. ‘The sun arose in the east, pencilling 
the clouds with his many-coloured glories, and 
flinging over the dewy desert and green trees, that 
seemed to wave their boughs as in welcome of him, 
his cheerful beams; and the sight brought over 
Hamutal’s heart the memory of all their past hap- 
piness. How they were wont to arise, and gaze 
on the opening pageantry of a summer morning 
with souls glad as creation itself; and now it was 
like a dismal dream. By the wickedness of one 
man, their hearts were rent from the joyous union 
with nature; it was still bright, and beautiful, and 
triumphant as ever,—and they could behold it only 
with sighs and groans. 

Anon they heard the sounding hoofs of Talmai’s 
steed,—anon he entered; but on seeing not only 
Ablab, but Hamutal and Shallum, he involuntarily 
stepped backward, and contemplated them in 
silence. A pale gleam passed over his counte- 
nance, leaving his features fixed, and expressive of 
a suspicion of evil. The three simultaneously 
arose as he entered ;—and recovering from his mo- 
mentary hesitation, he asked what could be the 
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not so willed it. The evil is achieved—the misery 
has taken deep root; amd yet we ask only of the 
author of our sorrow, to depart! Depart in pence, 
‘Talmai, if peace can dwell with the wicked !” 

As Talmai listened to Hamutal, be felt, or 
affected the profoundest astonishment; yet even 
the duplicity of his nature did not enable him to 
conceal the whole of that rage which kindled in 
his soul, A ghastly paleness was in his counte- 
nanee; his lips, firmly pressed together, were livid 
a8 those of death; but lis eyes rolled to and fro, 
now fixing on Ablab, now on Shallum, As Ha- 
tautal ceased, he exclaimed,—“ What strange 
potions possess you? What is the mighty crime I 
awe committed? Allab, is thy weakness 80 great 
as to treat me thus for what I have shown thee? 
For what else have I done? Is not my love for 
Tene strong as ever? Hos it ever varied ? Can it 
vary? In the name of God, what is my erime?"— 

Ask thy own heart!” said Hamutal. # It ean 
tell thee; and-we wish not to hold long discourse 
with thee. We wish only to assure thee that it is 
necessary to depart—to depart for ever! Too long 
has thy presence polluted the hospitable mansion 
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another moment would have been his last: but 
Ahlab smote the uplifted arm with his clenched 
hand, und the shining blade flung backward, stuck, 
and quiyered in the earthen wall, Shallum and 
Ablab instantly drew their weapons, and stood on 
the defensive; while Hamutal, undaunted by the 
fearful scene, said sternly—* Son of Belial! dost 
thou plead thy innocence by attempting to kill? 
Go! we know thee well. We would see no further 
unveiling of thy evil nature!” 
“Wretch!" said Shallum, ‘well deemest thou 
that 1 lore thee not. Could I have prevailed 
from the day that I first bebeld thy Moabitish 
iracelets, thou hadst never come hither, to sow 
sorrow where it never grew till thy arrival. But 
that I hate thee not without a cause—listen! In 
‘Zebulon there dwells a woful woman, She dwells 
<I have seon her—with her two children, in a 
little booth by the wayside; and weeps, as she 
works with her hands many a curious work of the 
needle, for her daily bread. When she is asked, 
whose are these little children, she sys—*‘Tal- 
mai's.’ When she is asked, where is Talmai? she 
replies—* If there be a spot of earth fairer than 
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“Nay! said Shallum, «1 deal not in feigned 
tales—see! When I was but a few days ago in 
Jerasalem, a noble and most queen-like dame— 
aot like the woman of Zebulon in a little booth by 
the wayside; but in a wide, fair house, clad in sear- 
let, and shining with jewels; and in whose ample 
halls, troops of men-servants and wotnen-servants 
went to and fro. This great woman also, callod 
herself the wife of Talmai; and behold the letter 
which she sends thee.” He handed Talmai the 
letter, who opened, and read— 
“To the noble Talmai. 

“ Thou didst well to say, let our nuptials 
be known only to thee and me fora little while, 
till T come again from the camp with spoil and 
glory; but thy camp, and the spoil and glory 
which thou art gathering, are, it scemcth, at Te- 

* koah. There be silly women, who would rise in 
wrath, and say—return ! or T will fetch thee home 
with the force of my household train from thy new 
love; but such speech I never learned. What I 
my to thee is—come not hither, lest thy blood 
should smoke on my threshold. Thanks to the 
secresy of our contract,—it hath left me free. 


“Tasan” 
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ack in the saddest, profoundest silence; not a 
word was spoken during the way. They had yet 
the hardest part of their duty to perform; but they 
knew that duty —it needed not—it admitted not 
of words. 

The disclosures which they had to make, plunged 
the aged pair into an astonishment of grief, which 
seemed to deprive them of their faculties, They 
sate and looked on the ground in a long and dreamy 
stupor. At times they would be seen lost in tears; 
at times would they utter a few ejaculations of 
helpless sorrow, and again relapse into silence. 
A few days seemed to exhibit on their counte- 
nances and forms, the weight of anguish which 
pressed upon the heart, by a change as of ten years 
of trouble. z 

But to open the matter to Iene—the gay, the 
tender, the sensitive Iene; who still, in all the 
unsuspicious cheerfulness of her nature, was living 
totally unconscious of her terrible delusion—this 
was arduous—this was fearful. It was impossible 
to impart to her the smallest iota of the truth, till 
it was time to act decisively upon it; the least 
blame of Talmai would have called forth all the 
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again and again to see him,—to hear from himself 
his own justification. She could not at once, after 
so long a time of trusting, reposing love, bring 
herself to believe that he was base, or unworthy. 
“Let me see Talmai! Let me see and hear him- 
self! Oh! never can I believe that noblo,—that 
splendid mind can be unfaithful, or unjust. No, 
no! there must be some cruel mistake; some 
wicked design against him. I cannot tell what, or 
with whom it rests; but I must sec him, and hear 
himself confess his sin, ere my heart can receive its 
shadow.” 

Tt was beyond words excruciating, to hear her 
perpetually thus calling for Talmai; and nothing 
‘but the wondrous firmness of a woman like Ha- 
mutal, bearing down, subduing to the utmost, all 
her own nature, besides all her boundless love to 
Tene, could have enabled her to calmly wait, and 
expostulate, and bring to the proof, every weapon 
of reason and affection, till she could induce the 
wounded and almost frantic spirit of ber sister to 
listen. But when at length she did; when she laid 
before her all the experience of Shallum,—all her 
own—the strange recital of Ablab—the restlessness 
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It was the solemn, serene season of full autumn. 
The sun lay with a steady splendour on the hills 
and plains. The wilderness was scorched into 
universal brownness; the people were busy with 
the latter harvest in the corn-fields and in the 
vineyards. But at Tekoah there was no festivity. 
In the field and in the vineyard, the labours went 
forward amid sighs and gloom; and around that 
beloved and hospitable mansion, rested a death-like 
silence. 

The afflicted family, unable to give relief, waited 
in anxiety and many prayers the will of God: the 
domestics went to and fro with sorrowful faces, and 
with noiseless tread: and through the wide stillness 
of that ample abode, yes, even to its farthest rooms, 
till echoed the shrill, ringing voice of ene, calling 
perpetually for those objects of affection that might 
not re-appear, or that, appearing she could not 
recognize. 

At length this most grievous desperation of 
passion,—this awful excitement of the springs of 
life and soul, seemed to have exhausted itself, and 
the once more sank into a state of passive uncon- 


iousness. The tried and heart-broken creature 
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living thing, but especially to her own precious 
family, and to God. She lamented the fall of a 
mind like that of Talmai; she prayed daily, hourly, 
that it might be renewed and restored—but she 
did not for a moment doubt, that he was the fallen 
creature that Hamutal represented him—she wished 
not to see him any more. 

To breathe out her youthful soul in the arms of 
those with whom she had lived in joy and affection 
all her days, was all she desired in this world; and 
to enter the land of spirits—one of God's freed and 
immortal children—oh! that had for her ardent 
mind ineffable charms. There, all her doubts 
would be cleared—her inquiries answered; and 
the boundless desires of her soul for knowledge, 
and for love, would be satisfied to the full. Thus 
lay that divine and lovely creature,—cut down at 
one cruel stroke, in the glory of her youthful 
existence,—feeble as a child, yet full of radiance 
as an angel; an object of sorrow and tears to her 
weeping kin, yet an object of mournful joy. 
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He was unable to account for the pertinacious 
abhorrence of Ahlab, whose nature was generally 
so gentle, so yielding, even by all that he had 
seen in Talmai; and the more he contemplated the 
eiroumstances which Talmai himself had detailed, 
the lesa he liked them. Had he continued with 
‘Talmai, it is probable that these feelings would 
have worn off. There is something so persuasive 
—which so undermines, and dissipates, little by 
lithe, your suspicions, or your dissatisfactions, in 
the society of one who wears well a friendly face, 
speaks ina friendly tone, that with these qualifi- 
cations,—and no man possessed them so eminently 
as Talmai,—it is almost impossible to be truly con- 
vineed that a man is a villain, But let him be 
absent for a moment, und reason, freed from the 
slavery of a too facile imagination, begins to exert 
her power, and to bring out traits and deeds in 
new lights. So it was with Dalphon. Every day 
of his absence rendered him less confident of 
‘Talmai’s perfect integrity, and filled him with a 
thousand vague fears, 

Te was therefore with a very vivid satisfaction 
qhat he obtained leave to return home, towards which 
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= countenance 90 changed and dejected, that he, 
fn his turn, was struck with a painful surprise. 

“ What aileth thee, Shallum ? and how fareth it 
at Tekeah?” said Dalphon. 

“ We fare alike,” Shallum replied sadly; “we 
have one common sorrow—the nearest only having 
the most.” A sucden chill went through the heart 
of Dalphon, and he faintly, but eagerly asked, 
“ What! what has befallen you?” 

* Talmai bas fulfilled his course at Tekoab,” 
replied the faithful man; “in a word, he has shewn 
himself, —what [ fear he has been his whole life,— 
a hypocrite—a shining, godless hypocrite.” 

‘At Shallum’s speech, Dalphon dropped from his 
sted as one falling asleep. Gently he slipped to 
the ground, and lay for a time ax one dead; then 
raising himself, he sate and gazed on the turf be- 
fore him as one ina dream, At length he turned 
to Shallum, and bade him relate all the sorrowful 
particolars, “When ho had heard them, he sprung 
up, remounted his, steed without a word, and rede 
rapidly towards his father’s house. 

His reception there formed a striking contrast to 
what it bad been in all former times, The munsion 
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beauty so frail, so touched and oxalted by woe; 50 
sweet, yet wild and unearthly, that his only refuge 
from desperation at the sight, was to rush forward 
and clasp her to his heart. Like a flattering leaf, 
ready to fall at the blast of autumn—like a wan 
flower seen dimly in the summer twilight, lay in 
his arms she whom he last saw gay, and vigorous 
as the ibex of the hill, The tears fell warmly on 
Lis bosom, but the agitation of the meeting was too 
powerful for her full heart and enfeebled frame :— 
she sank down like a wreath of snow in the sun, 
Dalpbon locked her in bis arms, kissed her with a 
tender solemnity, and burst into a flood of pas- 
sionate tears. There was a long and weeping 
silence ;—the aged parents, Hamutal, Ahlab,—all 
stood around, and wept. 

Dalphon sate and gazed on the ruins of his once 
radiant sister, and as he gazed, his tears dried up; 
his countenance gradually grew from the expres= 
sion of pallid sorrow to a sanguine glow of earnest 
thought, In a little while Iene recovered her 
overwhelmed powers, and clasping her thin arms 
about his neck, looked in his face, and smiled 
sweetly and cheerfully on him. She welcomed 
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quite s0 soon as the morning?” He replied, «It 
must ;” and turning from all sorrowful matter,— 
which indeed no one had dared to enter upon,— 
they sate, and conversed on numerous subjects of 
mutual and domestic interest, far into the night ; 
and a spirit of better tone and augury, seemed to 
have come home with Dalphon. 

But in his own soul it was not so. He could 
not bring himself for a moment to believe, that 
lene could ever regain her first strength and happi- 
ness. He knew her nature too well—he knew her 
sensibility—her high and passionate temperament. 
That it was not for her spirit, to cast itself with 
all its hopes and affections upon another, and then 
to be suddenly torn from its object, without leaving 
with it the power and interest of her own life. He 
knew that she would amile, and smile to the last; 
that her nature, all love, would breathe nothing 
but its essence upon those around her, till it melted 
away into heaven—the region of its birth and 
eternal abode. And when he called to mind what 
she had been—what she might have been—and 
what she was, an indignation rose in his soul 
against the author of her unhappiness, that refused 
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I will pursue him to the death.—If thou wilt follow 
me, it is well—if not, return and be silent. But 
for me, there is no peace—no life while Talmai 
lives! ‘Shall the godless wretch dare to practise 
hore his hellish arts? To mark out me, ns the 
dupe of his hypocrisy ?—to blast with his wicked- 
ness, these dear and unoffending beings—beings 
far hiigher in the scale of creation than bimself— 
shall he do this, and live? No! if the God of 
vengeance yet lives—he shall taste of vongeance— 
and by my hand!” 

Shallam listened gravely to his passionate speecl, 
and then, drawing from his bosom the Moabitish 
bracelets which be had exhibited to Hamutal— 
“These,” said he, “1 once shewed thee, I say it 
not now to upbraid, but to answer thee. Upon 
these Thave sworn, that wherever Talmai goes, will 
I follow him. Though he fly to the ends of the 
earth—though he close himself in the heart of 
mountains, or hide in the caverns of the sea, I will 
persue him till I see the drops of his blood stand 
red on my dagger, as the rubies of these clasps, If 
my friends forsake mc—these shall be my friends. 
If I become weary, these shall rofresh me: naked, 
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‘They passed Gibeon, Bethel, and Ai, places sancti- 
fied by mighty events in their history; by Shiloh, 
where the ark had so long rested; by Ebal and 
Gerizim, the mounts ordained of God before their 
fathers came into the Jand, for the pronouncing of 
the curses on sin, and the blessings on obedience : 
and where Joshua had gathered all Israel together 
fo-witness that awful spectacle. They traversed 
the wide plain of Jezrecl, glowing nnd perfumed 
with its luxuriant growth of all beautiful autum- 
nal flowers; Endor, renowned as the abode of the 
sorceress that called up the prophet, from the dead 
to the living, that he might summon the living 
monarch to the dead, they siw before them; and 
to the right, the fatal bills of Gilboah. ‘They dis- 
cerned from far, the lofty conical height of Tabor, 
con which Barak marshalled his ten thousand, to 
descend in ruin upon Sisera. These they passed, 
but passed not to notice; nor gave they scarce a 
glance to the fair hills of Zebulon on the left, or 
those of Galiloe on the right, that shone in the 
distance. They communed not with men nor 
nature: their souls sympathised only with each 
other, because both glowed with one great and 
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aspects excited no attention. Every day, hundreds 
of objects of every variety of costume and appear- 
ance passed its gates; often beneath the most 
miserable exterior, bringing the most enormous 
wealth. ‘They sought out obscure Jodgings in a 
densely populated portion of thé city, and threw 
themselves on their couches to such repose as their 
spirits could taste. 


CHAPTER XII. 


Twxy rose early, and assuming the garb of Ara 
mean merchants, went forth. Possessed, solely 
possessed as their hearts were, with the accomplish~ 
ment of their object, yet so new, so impressive 
were the scenes around them—they could not help 
walking through them with wonder and admiration. 
The city rose eastward, steep above steep, terrace 
above termee, covering a vast extent of receding 
hills, and shewing, the higher it reached, more 
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dren of the Anakim had been preserved for this 
labour; and the quays themselves struck them with 
silent astonishment. Far westward they saw the 
mighity sea rolling onward, its billows heaving and 
swelling beneath the bright sun, as if only to send 
thither wealth from the whole world. They saw 
ships going out and coming in, and innumerable 
small vessels glancing to and fro on overy side; 
while along the tall and massy sides of the harbour, 
built of ponderous stones, as for everlasting en- 
durance, were drawn up, as it appeared to them, the 
Acets of the universe. Endless masts reared them- 
selves far as the eye could reach ; and every fashion 
and size of vessel lay before them: some suvagely 
showy, with their uncouth gods, or animals which 
symbolized them, at their prows ; their sides and 
sterns painted with vermilion, blue, and black, and 
glittering with gold. Some fapping their light 
pennons to the breeze, extending their ranks of 
cars like wings of many plumes; and looking, with 
their decks covered with Egyptian carpet, as fitted 
to sail on the seas of heaven: while others, heavy 
ani vast, and dark, seemed like the slaves of the 
ocean, made to go soberly from shore to shore, 
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Paralise ; the tusks of the elephant in auge piles, 
and all the wondrous and glittering works of 
Zidonian and Tyrian wil; knives and swords, 
arms and armour, countless utensils for domestic 
uso, and baubles for the luxurious and gay. Every 
step shewed them these, and more; and besides, 
sach a congregation of strange people as they had 
never witnessed. Every nation had there of its 
children; Aramcans, Mesopotamians, Syrians and 
Assyrians, Edomites, Philistines, Egyptians, the 
sons of Tarshish and of the isles of Chittim. It 
was a multitude endless in its varieties of costume, 
Stature, complexion; clad in every mode, and in 
every colour under heaven, Some with faces dark 
a the fiercest suns could dye them, with eyes 
ashing like their own jewels, as they turned in 
the sun; others yellow; others, especially the 
natives of the west, fair; and with countenances of 
such a lively nobility, that the two strangers beheld 
them not without admiration. 

Bat as they advanced, a new world seemed to 
open upon them, The sounds, and sights, and 
attributes of commerce ceased; they found them- 
selves on a wide terrace overlooking the sea, where 
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ing, whilst others issued thence. ‘They lost them- 
selves in luxurious gardens which ran, up the hills, 
and the valleys between them; and whose sylvan 
arcades afforded immense views of the ocean; and 
in which, music, wines, fruits, and ices, were every~ 
where at command, 

Every hour as they roamed about, filled them 
with increasing wonder at the stupendous wealth 
which commerce had heaped on a community whose 
territory was but as a hand-breadth; but as they 
crossed the contro of the city towards evening, they 
were struck with the approach of a dense, great 
crowd, As it drew near, they observed that every 
one bowed his head to the ground, or hastened 
aside. It was the time of new moon, and the 
car of Astarte was drawn through the city by two 
milk-white heifers. They stepped into a shadowy 
porch, that they might not pollute themselves by 
mixing with the idolaters, and saw it go by. 

‘The sound of the multitude, moving as one body, 
was as the sound of the neighbouring seas, They 
saw the richly gilded car, chased und engraven 
with numerous figures. They saw its azure cure 
tains thrown back, revealing to the gaze of the 
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himself upon his bed, and yielded himself up to 
the trembling weakness of his confounded spirit. 
It was a wretch like this, he thought, that could 
go from place to place, evidently fearing not God, 
caring not for man,—evidently caring not for the 
evil he produced —the misery he inflicted, so that, 
like the locust, or the palmerworm, he might alight 
on what was green, and devour what was plea- 
sant :>—it was a wretch like this, that he had taken 
to his bosom—to his home ;—that he bad permitted 
to win the pure affection of his sister ;—whom he 
had defended with the zeal of a devoted friendship, 
Shame, grief, and vengeance were upon him like a 
mighty disease: they sate upon his soul like spi- 
rits of evil; and he lay and groaned and bled 
beneath them, 

It was not till late in the night that he looked 
up, and saw Shallum sitting by his bed, 

“ Thou seest, Shallum,” he said, rising up, “the 
man with whom we have to do, Let us concert 
the plan by which we soonest may make this daring 
idolater feel that he is not beyond the reach of 
punishment ;—let us search out his abode." 

“It is done,” said Shallum. I followed the 
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and, anon, the clash of cymbals, the sound of 
tabors and pipes were heard, and a troop of dam- 
sels, fair as angels, came forth from the covert of 
the trees, and danced before the banqueters, Oh! 
they were beautiful; but their beauty was too 
mach exposed to the eyes of men, Then I heard 
the chiofs clap their hands, and applaud the beauty 
of the dancers; and cry, “honour and triumph 
to Astarce, and to her worship for ever!” And 
1 saw Talmai, gay and jocund, and full of his 
shining words—ay, as if he had been bora amid 
these idolaters, These things I saw, and more, 
that warned me to haste away. 

T have seen Talmai’s abode in this city, Thon 
and I have passed it, and morvelled at its grandeur; 
but about an hour's ride hence, lics his favourite 
dwelling. ‘This is it which shall aid our desires. 
We may strike him in the city, and be hewn in 
pieces in a moment; and although 1 would rather 
die ten deaths, than the wretch should escape, yet 
why should we soll our lives for this base idolater, 
if we can save them?) Let us up, and mark where 
we may best lie in wait for him. Daily he goes 
to and fro; we shall not tarry long for his coming.” 
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forth to meet him. He came on with the same 
vehement speed, the sume bold and joyous bearing 
as he was wont; and Dalphon, calling on God in 
his heart to give him to execute his law upon 
the traitor—the idolater—dashed furiously on, and 
baring his head, that he might at once be known, 
cried,  Wretch ! thou art met !” 

At the words, Tulmai reining in his horse, gazed 
for a moment with an inquiring look, then ex- 
claimed, * What, Dalphon, is it thou?” 

“It is 1!" cried Dalphon, springing forward 
with bis drawn sword, “it is 1; come to chastise 
thee for thy crimes. Perish, heartless idolater 
as thou art!” He thrust at him with all his 
might; but Talmai, drawing his sword, with a 
motion like lightning, warded the blow. Cool as 
@ powerful man who, in sport with a child, holds 
him at bay with a slender wand, so sate ‘Talmai on 
his horse, in an attitude of confident, easy defences 
and, with a countenance in which the exulting 
laughter of « fiend played with a dreadful smiling- 
ness—said slowly, “ Has the sensible—the mag- 
nanimous Dulphon then, really come so far to play 
the fool? Could it not suffice thee, that Talmai, 
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While Talmai said this, Dalphon replied not, 
but by smiting at him with all his might; and at 
length, seeming to espy an auspicious moment, he 
broke in upon him with a stroke, that had it suc+ 
ceeded, would have cleft his head in twain; but 
‘Talmai avoided it by a quick sideward movement 
of bis horse. In the sume instant, Dalphon saw 
Shallum rush against Talmai, and assail him with 
his dagger. Then Talmai changing the expression 
of his countenance, from the bitter playfulness of 
hate, to its darkest and most deadly scowl of mge, 
began to fight in earnest, his follower taking his 
place at his side; and terrible and desperate was 
the conflict. 

‘Talmai was brave and active to a mimcle; and 80 
fiercely and rapidly did he deal his blows, that blood 
‘soon stained, in various places, the vests of both Dal- 
phon and Shallum; and it appeared a dubious combat 
in which they had engaged. ‘The past offences of 
‘Talmai, his present taunts, fired the soul of Dal- 
phon to an anguish of desperation; he fought with 
the bitter fury of a man that would cast away 
thousand lives in the ardour of his unspeakable 
hate; but bis anguish was heightened to despair, 
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etitical chase. Near, nearer the two avengers 
drew upon their foe; but the gates of the city ap- 
peared in view. A moment—and all would be over ! 
They made one desperate, headlong effort to reach 
him; but he drew near—he dashed through the 
gates! They checked their careering stoods, and 
wheeled round for flight. 


CHAPTER XIIL. 


“ Away!" cried Shallum, «this chance is lost !— 
let us preserve ourselves for another.” They hur- 
ried onwards towards the country; but in a few 
minutes a troop of horsemen issued at fall speed 
from the gates, and gave them chase. “On! on!" 
erled Shallum, “let us not die like dogs, To the 
mountains! ‘To the mountains!” They darted 
away at the full stretch of their coursers’ speed. 
Fortunately these were of the prime race of the 
desert; while’ their pursuers were mounted on 
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ness, High, black crags,—lofty, bare mountains 
were around them; the roads were impeded by 
large stones, and fallen trees, and at length 
vanished altogether. “ Let us gain these heights,” 
said Shallum, urging his fainting and staggering 
horse onward with impatient obstinacy, “and we 
are safe.” Dalphon followed, but unwillingly, 
and often looked back with an air of discontent, as 
though he would await the foe, who came on with 
eurses and halloos that rose and rung amid the 
high cliffs with an infernal wildness, and with 
many a hollow echo. 

But now they stood on a lofty elevation. All 
around was a unked scene of chaotic wildness; 
black and splintered rocks rearing themselves in 
every imaginable shape of hideous savageness. 
‘They looked betow—the foe still followed, but 
evidently urging their horses with difficulty amid the 
fallen crags, over the beds of jagged, stony torrents 
that impeded the way—and they were more distant 
than ever. The two now dismounted, leading 
their exhausted steeds, well as they might, through 
the intricacies of that stony wilderness. At length 

“they stood on the brink of a deep and dark fissure. 
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they beheld men gazing as to discover some com- 
mon object; and soon they heard cries, though far 
off, as of people calling to each other. 

“ We must move on,” said Shallum; “but we 
may proceed with safety, for they will still look’for 
‘tas in tracks where our steeds might go, since they 
cannot find them." They pursued their way 
sileatly, and swiftly as the nature of the place 
allowed, still ascending and ascending. They 
found themselves now in the solitary heights of 
Lebanon. Above them shone its bright ranges 
and peaks, covered with eternal snows, The wind 
blew around them as with the voice of winter; 
the torrents that fell impetuously from their 
elevated beds, sounded awfully in those silent, 
serial deserts, A lonely eagle might be seen 
soaring afar off; a single ibex cropping the lichens 
of the rocks, and bounding away at the most 
distant glimpse of ther,—all besides was a lifeless 
expanse of vast, towering hills, long winding vales 
of bare stone, and deep, unapproachable precipices, 
Night was coming down, ‘They sate down, there- 
fore, under a hollow, at the foot of a tall, impend- 
ing cliff, so shallow, that it merited not the name of 
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certain destruction ? Will not Talmai appear, and 
swear that thou hast slain his follower, a kinsman, 
and a Hebrew,—and what then can save thee or 
me? Says not the law, that if a man slay another 
with a weapon of iron; or with a stone; or with a 
weapon of wood—he is a murderer—he shall surely 
die ;—the Avenger of Blood himself shall slay the 
murderer? Saith it not—if he fice to one of these 
Cities of Refuge, the clders of the city shall send 
and fetch him thence; and deliver him up to the 
Avenger of Blood, who shall put him to death ? 
Is not this to throw ourselves wilfully into the 
soare—into the hands of Talmai—to fall meanly 
avd unresistingly by his hand—his hated and 
triumphant hand? No! let us wage war with 
him in the great city—or in the desert, and on 
the mountain ; let our lives be spent to extinguish 
his life; let us endure all the buffetings of the 
elements, all toils, all watchings, all pains and 
anxieties; but let it be in the hand of God, not in 
the hand of men!” 

Yet,” said Shallum, “it is our only chance. 
Everywhere besides will our implacable foe be 
upon us, and not alone by himself, but by his 
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slippery with ice, and it was noon before they 
reached the summit. A glorious prospect was 
spread around them. Tyre, Zidon, and numbers 
of other towns lay full in view; far to the west 
rolled the mighty sea; eastward, and southward, 
rose still higher peaks of Lebanon and Hermon ; 
to the north, the hills of Syria; to the south, those 
of their own dear land. Below them Jay the dark 
and renowned forests of Lebanon. They de- 
scended into the woody and wide vale, and passing 
through scenes of forest grandeur, crossing many 
@ rapid mountain stream, they again began to 
ascend the second range of hills. They reached a 
place of many caverns, abrupt, shattered, and 
desolate, and overhung with wild masses of trees. 
‘They entered one vast antre; and, secking out the 
darkest nook, lay down for a brief rest, But as 
their eyes were about to cloxe in much-needed 
sleep, they were startled with the cry of hounds, 
and hastening to the mouth of the cave, beheld a 
band of men, led by dogs, in full cry, winding up 
to the very place of their retreat. “God be our 
refuge!” cried the fugitives, and fied into the 
depth of the cave, It opened on, and on, before 
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example of Shallum, and his voice continually 
calling upon him, excited him to put forth all his 
strength : yet he felt himself still borne away, and 
heard below him a sullen roar, as if the stream 
was shot down some tremendous gulph. The 
terrible idea almost disabled him. He stretched 
and struggled onward, and, like a man in a dream, 
seomed still borne away. In an agony of despair 
he battled with the cold, Lethean stream, yet the 
sound of Shallum’s voice only grew more and more 
distant; when, at once, he struck against the rock, 
‘and clinging to it, raised himself from the flood, 
and found himself on the solid pavement of the 
other side. He had been borne down by the flood, 
while Shallum had kept stationary at the place of 
his own landing; thus had Dalphon seemed to get 
farther and farther from his call. 

Faint, and benumbed with the extreme cold of 
the river, they went on, exploring their way 
through the pitchy obscurity; and soon beheld 
a peint of light, small, but intense as o star, far 
above them. They followed, and discerned an 
ascending path to the day, Fearful, however, to 
emerge to the light, they still lingered in the 
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consumed;—if it cost my life to overtake and 
destroy them ;—that time, toil, money, and hatred, 
shall not be wanting.” 

‘They searched then, all the gloomy turnings and 
hollows of these dark caverns with their torches 
that fiung their red light dismally into the upper 
glooms; while the perpetual yellings of the dogs, 
and the hollow roar of the river, reverberated to 
and fro, made no faint resemblance of the horror 
and confusion of hell. 

Ina little time, the fugitives ascended the steep 
track to the upper aperture; and issuing to day- 
light, amid a clump of ancient trees, glanced care- 
fully to and fro; and at length discerned their foes 
hastening down the valley westward. Upward, 
and upward, therefore, they took their laborious 
way; and again passing the night as before, on 
the following day discerned Kedesh lying in the 
distance below them. ‘They descended the woody 
steeps carefully towards it; for they knew that 
‘Talmai or his creatures would lic in wait, especially 
‘on the highway near the city. They kept there 
fore aloof of it, descending from ledge to ledge, 
by the most rough and tangled paths; and care~ 
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Jooks, your torn and sullied raiment, that you have 
experienced the miseries of those who fly from the 
avenger. I ask not what is your misfortune, or 
your crime: to-morrow you must answer that to 
the judges. For the present, such hospitality as 
the law requires of us and the place, is yours. 
Ye might, perhaps, marvel at the speed with which 
your request of access was granted; but the daily 
necessities of n place of refuge have taught all 
the measures and contrivances which are needful. 
Along the cireuit of these walls, frequent are the 
basket and the pulley; for, frequent are the cries 
of miserable fugitives for entrance, who dare not 
approach the gates, nor trust themselves on the 
highways.” 

* ‘This be said; then brought water to wash their 
feet; and placed on the board before them, bread 
and wine, dried figs, and olives. After their repast, 
he shewed them to their couch, and withdrew. 
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humiliating in the extreme, to be under the ne- 
cessity of flying for his life; w be cooped up in 
a distant town, in the character of a prisoner, and 
about to be brought before the judges, to be tried 
for assassination. He was moved to agony at the 
idea; he rose and paced restlessly to and fro in 
the most exquisite mental torture. A few hours, 
and he must be led forth as a criminal, to the gaze 
of the multitude—to the stern, cold eyes of the 
Judge, perhaps to death! He knew the summary 
nature of the proceedings in these cities; and, | 
all unused to stand in the situation of a culprit, he 
had no experience, and therefore no confidence in 
the strength of the pleas which he must set up. 
He thought on the evil that Talmai had brought 
upon his family—on the added shame of his attempt 
to punish him j—he saw in imagination that base 
and cruel monster ready to pounce upon him at the 
judgment-seat—to claim him as his lawful prey, 
and to lead him away to plunge his dagger into 
his heart at the city gate—a spectacle to the crowd. 
Oh! what tidings would these be to reach Tekoab, 
where, even his present absence must be adding 
unspeakably to the sorrow already there; or if 
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passion for him, He remembered all his unceasing 
zeal, all the dangers and toil he had shared in his 
cause, and he permitted him to sleep on. 

As morning began to dawn, Shallum suddenly 
lifted up his head, and seeing Dalphon sitting, 
resting his forehead upon his knees, he started up, 
and anxiously asked what ailed him. 

 Canst thou ask that Shallum, in this place?” 
ho repliod. “It is well that thou canst sleep in 
the face of disgrace and death. I envy, but cannot 
imitate thee.” 

“Oh! my honoured master!” Shallum cried, 
with a look full of pity, “and hast thou been 
tormenting thyself through the night with these 
fearful imaginations? Put them away, I pray thee, 
for be sure they are utterly vain. Tave I not told 
thee, that the law says, thou shalt not suffer an 
idolater to live? Upon this rock we stand—and 
upon this we are safe. Thinkest thou that Talmai 
shall triumph? T tell thee, nay !—but if he dare 
come hither to accuse us—here will the judge 
execute upon him all we desire.” 

* But, Shallum, shall we conceal our chief 
motive, and say alone that we pursued Talmai as 
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providence of God, cheered and elevated his spirit, 
He folt refreshed, and as day grow in the sky, 
he strengthened himself to encounter the coming 
trial. 

At an early hour the host brought in a simple 
meal, and inquired whether they would choose 
to surrender themselves to the judges, or would 
send to inquire of the President of the Court whe- 
ther any one had accused them? They preferred 
the latter mode, and gave in their names. He went, 
anil speedily returned with the message that Tulmai, 
the son of Shaphan, of the tribe of Zebulon, ac- 
cused Dalphon, the son of Jathniel, and Shallum, 
the son of Penuel, of the tribe of Judah, of the 
murder of his kinsman Lod, the son of Doeg,—and 
demanded them at the hands of the judges! They 
found that guards were already stationed at the door 
of their host Godaliah, and the good old man re- 
quested them to give up to him their weapons of 
offence; according to the law which required that 
no weapon should be worn, except by the guards, 
nor even made in the City of Refuge, lest the 
hostile parties should fall on each other, and violate 
the sanctuary of Isracl. They were soon sum- 
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calated for filling them with terrible forebodings. 
A man was accused for the murder of another, 
and in a few minutes declared guilty of the charge, 
and handed over to the avenger to be conducted 
to the place appointed, beyond the gates, for the 
execution and burial of malefnetors. They heard 
the cries of the untuppy man—they saw him 
kneel, with agonized fentures und gestures of 
despair, imploring merey of the judges, who, with 
‘am almost imperceptible motion of the hand, dis- 
aiissed his plea; and he was borne away to death. 

As he disappeared, Talmai stepped from the 
crowd, and with an air and manner of assumed 
gravity, ill concealing his fiendish exultation, called 
for punishment on Dalphon, the son of Jathniel, 
and Shallam, the son of Penuel. The guard 
placed them, in the same moment, in front of 
the tribunal. For a moment the judges and scribes 
gezed upon them with stern and silent counte~ 
ances; then bade the accuser declare his cause. 
With that ready cloquence, that show of truth, 
that ale of lofty sincerity so eminently at hie com- 
mand, and which might impose on the shrewdest 
and most experienced minds, Talmai stated that, 
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rently to the judges, and declared, with unhesitating 
boldness, that he had followed Talmai with a strong 
and holy determination to punish him for his crimes 
and injuries to his family; and, moreover, to exe- 
cute the law on him as an idolater, whom every 
ome was commanded to destroy ; that he had 
slain no one, and therefore was amenable to no 
laws nor was his follower, Shallum, guilty of mur- 
der; for he had slain a man by accident, not by 
design. Talmai, with fierce indignation, repelled 
the charge of idolatry, and treated it as the poor 
and base refuge of defeated malice. 

The chief judge waved his hand, and addressed 
the prisoners:—“ Ye have openly confossed the 
change against you; your plea cannot be admitted, 
or every one accused of slaying his fellow will rise 
up with similar accusations against his complainant, 
Ye are proven guilty by the law.” 

Nay!” said Shallum, “1 have not admitted 
the deed. A man was slain; but it remains to be 
proved by whom; and this upon good evidence, 
and also from what motive. Let it be proved that 
T have slain this man; and I demand that the 
accuser shall prove it by more than one witacss; 
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nature, bad gone through the land. The judges 
spoke eagerly with each other, and said, “ What 
time require ye?” ‘They replied, «The space of a 
moon; for our abode is far off; and it may be 
needful to tarry for those who cannot come 
speedily.” 

“Then be it so,” replied the chief judge; “ we 
grant you the space of a moon; but ¢lwell ye in 
the city: go not out of it, or your blood be upon 
your own heads,” 

He waved his hand, and the guard removed them 
to the dwelling of Geduliah,—the people following 
in eager crowds. 

* And now, my sons,” said the good old man, 
* I see that ye are engaged in a righteous cause ;— 
ye are jealous for God and the commonwealth of 
Isracl; 1 see that ye are of a good-and faithful 
lineage; and may the Lord give you safe deliver- 
ance out of the hands of this strong son of Belial ; 
for T know that he is strong, and very deceitful! 
But in the city ye are safe; and ye may choose 
your own abode, Bread and wine, and the cover- 
ing of a roof, the Jaw provides for all fugitives 
claiming the protection and justice of the place; 
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CHAPTER XV. 


"Tuey had now full time to observe the character 
of this place, and contemplated it with a sad 
interest. It was but a small city, but it was in- 
closed with high and strong walls. It was sur- 
rounded by hills of considerable elevation; and to 
the north and west, the heights of Hermon rose 
grandly and bolily to the view. Little trade or 
manufacture of any species of goods appeared in 
the place: the revenues of lands devoted to public 
jastice, and the money drawn from the maintenance 
of the fugitives, seemed to constitute the chief 
wealth of the inhabitants; part of whom, accus- 
tomed to the melancholy scenes perpetually passing, 
went te and fro, and looked upon Aight and fear, 
and the shedding of blood, with eyes of unob- 
servant apathy ; while another portion passed their 
time in attending the tribunal, watching the events, 
listening to the extraordinary details of the daily 
trials. Some cireamstance was for ever occurring 
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peace and hopes of life, Yet every precaution was 
taken, which could prevent injury to the fugitives 
from their pursuers, or from their own hands, often 
more to be dreaded: every one entering the city 
was examined, and their weapons of offence taken 
away; and daily were families coming, some from 
the distant parts of Israel, to take up their abode 
with the father, the brother, the husband, who was 
doomed here to dwell. Many a curious, many 4 
moving seono did they present. Women with 
their children, might be continually seen coming 
down the hills, with their ass laden with all their 
little worldly wealth—weary, yet persevering way 
farers, leaving all their old abodes aud old familiar 
friends, to cheer the one unfortunate heart, im- 
prisoned in the city of erime and sorrow. Often 
too, might the laden wogon—the gay chariot of 
the wealthy, be seen coming on the same errand. 
Such were the scenes which Dalphon and 
Shallum witnessed. Now they would attend the 
tribunal, and behold those instances of human 
passion—the terrors of speedy death—the frantic joy 
of unexpected deliverance, which fearfully impress 
the spectator; and listen to relations full of wou- 
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‘The wretch who bad borne the tedium of many 
years in the city, smitten at length with a quench- 
fess desire of liberty and home, and hoping, 
perhaps, that the flight of time, so burthensome 
to himself, hind conquered the vengeful spirit of 
his adversary, would suddenly sally forth, and find 
that hatred was stronger than the fear of death. 
Here would his unweariable foe descry him, spring 
upon him, and streteh him in his blood. 

Thoy would observe some woo-begone man, 
seated on the city wall for days and weeks, gazing 
fixedly, intensely, on some point in the distant 
horizon, for in that direction should the friend, the 
succour come, to save him by a certain day: and as 
the day drew nearer, more eagerly and wildly 
would he look and look. In the earliest dawn of 
morning, amid the latest gleam of eve, would he be 
discerned; and after it came not, perhaps some 
eye that had noted him, day by day, on his station, 
would miss hira—and he would be found a battered 
mass, at the rocky foot of the wall. 

Oh! how fair did the country look, even to 
Dalphon: how fresh seemed the free breeze that 
wandered over those hills: how did he gaze on the 











OF BLOOD. 199 


was gentleness—of her faco, pensive, nay even 
melancholy tenderness. Her voice was sweet, 
deeply sweet; full of affection, but full also of a 
sorrow that startled and thrilled the hearer, and 
made lim wonder what grief it was that had given 
it that soft and pathetic tone. But it was no sor- 
vow of her own; it was the sorrow amid which she 
dwelt, that had subdued and pervaded her naturally 
cheerful heart. Her father, who felt it the great 
daty of his life to yo amongyt the wretched who fled 
thither, and to alleviate as much as possible, both 
physical and moral evil, was not sad, but he was 
grave. His daughter, who, from early childhood, 
kad occasionally caught glimpses of the terrors of 
human passion—had heard the cry of horror—had 
seen the gush of blood suddenly shed—had became 
shrinkingly feirfal of the contact of misery: yet 
when her father brought home tales of distress, 
her spirit would be roused to a pitch of sympathy 
that drowned her own feelings in those of others, 
and she would follow, from one sad place to 
another, the gleam of Gedaliah’s lantern in the 
dark, wild winter nights. 

Two scenes which she had witnessed, seemed to 
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‘The other was the fate of a woman who had 
fled from her home with a seducer, The enraged 
husband pursued and overtook them in Lebanon ; 
but instead of slaying bis injurer, was slain by 
him. She saw her husband fall; and fied with his 
murderer to Kedesh. Here he was soon pursued 
by the kinsmen of the dead, and put to death, 
She followed him to the place of execution—saw 
him fall—saw the ready pit receive his warm corse 
—the earth cover it; and, without a cry, a tear, 
walked away from the city; treading back the very 
way they bad come; turning not to one side or 
the other, but went onward toward the north— 
with the air of one blasted with excossive woe. 

Gedaliah recounted the circumstance by his fire, 
and his daughter cried—“ Ob, and would no one 
fetch her back? Would no one pity her?” 
“No!” said Gedaliah, “she has sinned a deadly 
sin, and has brought death upon others,—let her 
go with all the curse of her crime upon her head !" 

Y¥et the pitying words of his daughter sounded 
in his soul, and worked, and worked as he sate 
upon his hearth, till he at length arose, saying — 
“We are all bat weak, sinful creatures; we all, 
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many places hurled to the carth; the ground was 
soft and miserable with wet; yet they went on, 
and on, but saw no traces of the sinful woman, 
At length they discerned some living thing be- 
neath the shade of a great cedar; they approached; 
it was vulture that rose up, und alit upon the tree; 
they came near, and beheld torn and drenched 
raiment—@ horrible and disfigured corpse ; as if the 
God of vengeance had taken the miserable woman 
out of the hand of man, and led her up to judgment 
by his own right arm. She had reached the very 
spot where her husband was slain. There the 
sword by which he was pierced, lay black with the 
rain, corroded by rust; his bones gnawed by the 
desert benst, were still there, and there, alrendy 
visited by the vulture—torn by the chacal, lay the 
woman—a fearful object of divine retribution. 
‘These things had touched the spirit of Mehalath 
deeply; they had tinged even the sound of those 
Jofty hymns, which she sung to the harp of Geda- 
Gah in the still evening. Dalphon and Shallum 
loved to listen to these passages of high but pensive 
melody, as they sate at day's decline on the roof, 
and watched the fading splendours retire from the 
summits of Hermon, and leave all still, hushed, 





OF BLOOD, 205 


CHAPTER XVI. 


‘Tex days had passed since the courier departed, 
when one day, as Dalphon and Shallum were 
seated on their wonted station, the house-top, they 
beheld two horsemen descending the southern 
slope. They watched their progress to the gate, 
when they were hidden from their view; but ina 
few minutes thoy heard their horses advancing up 
the street. ‘They started as they heard them stop 
at Gedaliak’s door; and in the next instant, Ablab 
sprung up the stairs to the roof, and ‘clasped Dal- 
phon to his heart. Who can describe—who can- 
not imagine the meeting of such friends, under 
such circumstances? Those rapturous and all- 
forgetting emotions—the speedy reflux of thought, 
bringing back record of facts and feelings, only made 
more perspicuously melancholy by the sunlight of 
joy cast momentarily upon the heart? 

‘They learned that Iene, still living, but weak 
and much worn away, seemed to have been bound 
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than by their own infirmities, and the fecbleness of 
Tene. She, indeed, seemed to experience no incon- 
venience, but the slowness of the progress,—still 
looking forward with wpraised head and anxious 
countenance, and longing for accelerated speed. 
Ablab had accompanied the sorrowful farnily to 
Jerusalem, where Jathniel had hastened, to throw 
himsolf at the feet of the king to beg the life of his 
son. Ablab bad accompanied him to the palace. 
Tt was the old palace of David, for Solomon had 
not yet built his own, in which Jathnicl had many 
‘a time visited that great monarch; and he was 
deeply affected by many recollections which crowded 
upon him as he slowly ascended the steps of the 
portico, and advanced along the hall to the distant 
apartment of the king, The house was itself the 
same, but all besides was changed. New faces of 
young people, new and more splendid dresses of 
officers and servants, everywhere met him. A 
multitude of costly articles of foreign manufacture, 
and, to him, of surprising magnificence, had dis- 
placed the old and simple furniture ; and a style of 
splendour and increased ceremony, announced the 
higher sense of royalty which reigned in the new 
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damsels, of marvellous loveliness, were walking 
amongst them; and, ever and anon, stopping wo 
survey some fierce creature in his abode, with looks 
of fearful curiosity; or to speak in cheerful tones to 
the painted parrots of the East, which hopped from 
tree to tree above their heads, and called to them 
in quaint voices. Suddenly these fair creatures 
came to the window of the room, with countenances 
all radiant with youth and smiles; but observing 
the king occupied with strangers, they blushed, 
dropped their veils over their beautiful features, 
and disappeared amongst the trees, 

‘The gorgeous peacock paraded before the win- 
dows, and spread its ample, quivering train on the 
roof of a small pavilion; and the pelican of the 
wilderness stood and slept by a fountain, or, 
opening its huge beak drowsily, uttered its dis- 
cordant ery. The harp of his father David stood 
im its wonted place; and many instruments of 
foreign aspect were lying here and there. On 
a table before the king, which appeared one mass 
of richly carved gold, of most exquisite workman- 
ship, lay plans of vast and imperial buildings; and 
fair, large tomes, in which the king was writing 
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noble nature, to grant him the assurance that his 
son's life and honour should be spared to bis 
last years in safety. He explained all the villany 
of Talmai—the failing, drooping existence of his 
daughter. 

‘The tears started into the eyes of the king, as he 
listened to the fervent appeal of the afflicted father. 
He raised him tenderly, and placing him on the 
couch beside him, declared that whatever his power 
would effect should be done for him, as he would 
do it for his own revered futher, if he were alive. 
But he reminded him of the awful responsibility of 
his exalted office; he was not at liberty to rule just 
as he would, but by the fixed and righteous laws of 
God. To those laws he himself was subject; he 
could not violate, he could not sway them aside, 
however little, were it to gratify the purest and 
highest feelings of bis nature, without injury to 
Israel, and offence to God. 

* Yet, good and faithful friend of my father,” he 
added, “beloved friend of my own early years, 
trust in me as thou wouldst trust in the Almighty, 
that all which can be effected, accordant with our 
sacred institutions; shall be done.” He comforted 
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for the reception of our friends; T mast hasten 
hack, to meet and conduct them hither.” 

They embraced, and parted. Dalphon and 
Shallam soon sought out an abode suitable for the 
residence of his family; for besides that the house 
of Gedaliah was not large enough, he would have 
no one to be witness of the affliction of his friends, 
They awaited with daily watching and sorrowful 
anxiety for their arrival; and it was not many days 
‘ere they beheld the melancholy company appear. 
Who shall describe the sad but tender meeting of 
such hearts under such circumstances? Who shall 
enter the sacred abode, where for days and weeks, 
the once happy, but now sorcly tried family, 
awaited, with mutual words of love, but with con- 
tinually increasing anxiety, the awful time of trial? 
They sate together, by the couch of Tene, who, 
faded to a frail and fleeting shadow of what she 
‘once wns, yet filled Dalphon with hourly admiration 
at the undiminished vigour of her soul; at the life 
of her countenance, that expressed the continual 
working of an interest in her brother's safety, that 
bore her above all sense of her own griefx, and 
seemed to endow her with a boundless mastery 


over the laws and weakness of her own nature. 
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wreck which he had occasioned; and where all 
those who bad received him with open arms and 
hearts were suffering from his villany and revenge. 

Dalphon’s indignation at this spectacle was hard 
enough to bear; but when he permitted himself to 
glance forward, and to suppose for a moment that 
even this might be terminated by the triumph of 
this traitor—by the overwhelming of all he loved in 
the agony of his own destruction—ho was wrung and 
tortured by an excess of anguish, that seemed to 
have no refuge but in death or madness. He was 
not a little anxious too, on account of Ahlab, who, 
with Reu, was perpetually passing in und out of 
the city, making preparations for the approaching 
trial: and knowing how much that faithful friend 
bad excited the malice of Talmai, he had a 
thousand apprehensions of treachery and blood 


shed. 
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murmur, & rush, a tumultuous thronging, that 
required all the patient, yet strenuous efforts of the 
guards, to command an opening for their respective 
charges. 

‘Talmai appeared seated in his blazing chariot, 
which was drawn up as near as possible to the area 
occupied by the scribes, his Zidonian dame seated 
beside him; her own splendid and queen-like per 
son adorned with drapery of the richest gold-em- 
Droidered satin, and with a profusion of jewels that 
filled the gazing people with wonder. All eyes 
‘were fixed on the triumphant and magnificent array 
of this princely pair, who, surrounded by a troop of 
their friends and retainers, sate beneath a broad 
azure canopy, which was held over them by a 
gigantic Ethiopian,—its heavy, golden fringe 
blazing in the sunlight. ‘The crowd gazed on 
them, but they gazed only on the judges. 

Dalpbon and Shallum, accompanied only by 
Ablab and Reu, took their station in front of the 
tribunal. A sort of moveable tent, somewhat 
similar to what were used at times to convey a 
bride to the house of the bridegroom, was brought, 
and placed just behind them. ‘This was understood 
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arisen their sudden and furious malice. But it had 
arisen; and not contented to let him depart, and 
dwell peaceably in a far city, he hud been followed 
by them, had been furiously assaulted; and although 
he had himself escaped theit murderous hands, his 
follower and near kinsman had been slain by them. 
For this be demanded the just vengeance of the 
Jaws, which culled upon him to pursue, and take 
blood for blood: he called upon the judges to 
deliver up to him Dalphon and Shallum; and he 
did this Less with « vengefal feeling, than from a 
sense of public duty; for without enforcing against 
them this salutary law of Moses, he felt that there 
was no security for his own future existence; and 
what was of higher consequence, the example of 
such ill-jodged lenity would operate to destroy the 
security of the life of every member of the state, 
‘The grace and beauty of the man—the tone of 
affectionate interest in which he stated his former 
desires of friendship with his pursuers—the flowing 
and manly eloquence of his address—made a deep 
and evident impression on the crowd; nor was this 
at all lessened by the aspect of Dalphon. The 
sume sentiments which oppressed him on his former 
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the king, who was so intensely bent on his own 
glory, and the glory of his kingdom. He was, 
therefore, depressed with a sickness of the heart 
that made him wish for death, could he die without 
bringing desolation on his family: and his dejected 
countenance only confirmed, in the eyes of the 
multitude, the brillianey of Talmai’s speech. 

The chief judge called upon Talmai to prove 
the murder of his kinsman by the prisoners, upon 
the evidence of at least two persons, without which 
the law of Moses allowed no man to be put to 
death, Instantly three young men advanced, and 
swore that they saw the prisoners fighting with 
‘Talmai and his follower, near the city of Zidon, 
and saw Lod his servant and kinsman fall. 

‘The judges declared the deed proved according 
to the law, and called upon the prisoners to say 
if they had aught to advance in vindication. 

Dalphon again avowed his pursuit of Talmai, 
to avenge upon him the injuries of his family; his 
deceitful cruelty to his sister, whom he had 
addressed as having no wife,—whereas he hnd at 
Ieast two; one of whom he had basely and bar- 
barously deserted. Was it to be permitted, that 
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wes a harmless thing, for it devoured but the 
sgreenness of the earth, which might spring again 
—he devastated the freshness, the vitality of the 
heart, which revived no more, Made to act the 
part of an angel; to be a shining messenger of 
delight and of good in the world; to seatter joy, 
to reap admiration wherever he went—he con- 
verted himself into a glittering demon, on whom 
men might look, and bless him for his beauty; 
but if they trust him, they dio,—if they breathe 
with him the same air, they are smitten with the 
invisible but unquenchable flame in which he lives; 
and wither and shrivel up like a scorched plant, 
and perish, perish perhaps slowly, but surely, and 
with inexpressible, lingering, consuming pains. 
Such a man was that Talmai before them,—such 
a victim was his dear, his most loveable, most 
injured sister at this moment. It might, perhaps, 
be said he had broken no specific law; but he bad 
im fact broken the whole law, for the law was 
built upon the prineiple of justice, and upon love. 
Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself, This 
was the command to every Israclite—and this, 
‘Talmai, and men like him’ set at naught; heaping 
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witnesses who had been brought forward to swear 
to the killing of Lod, were purjured,—for no one 
save themselves, Talfai and Lod, were present. 
“Let that be proved,” said the judge. But 
how were they to prove it? They two were 
alone, and strangers in the place; the cause 
seemed hopeless. The multitude stood around, 
silent as a multitude of stone, listening whether 
the prisoners would advance anything further, 
and evidently expecting the sentence of the judge. 
But Shallum, seeing the jeopardy of the cause, 
cried aloud, “Judges of Isracl, beware how ye shed 
innocent blood, through the mouths of perjured 
sons of Belial. Before the God of heaven, who sees 
all our hearts, and who will assuredly punish the 
wicked, I swear, that these are false witnesses. 
swear also that Talmai is an idolater, and there- 
fore not allowed by the law af Moses to live, 
mueh Jess to bear witness against the faithful sons 
of Jacob. Is he not here this day, before the face 
of this assembly of God's people, bringing with 
him his Zidonian harlot, a shameless idolater with 
an idolatress? Beware how ye move in this 
matter: I swear before the Almighty Lord of 
13 
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to move, his tongue to utter a sound. He was as 
one frozen to stone by the spells of some mighty 
enchanter, and yet with all his life and conscious- 
ness within him; and while he stood thus, agonized 
but impotent, suddenly there arose a sound as of 
the sea; suddenly there came a shout from without 
the walls, and the heads of the whole multitude 
turned towards the gate in fixed and intense in- 
quiry. The sound, as of roaring waters, drew 
near: the shout became louder and louder, and he 
deemed that he discerned the crack of many thongs, 
the sound of the thunder of many steeds; and 
again, he thought ho heard a distant cry of “the 
king !”" but it was drowned in the confused tumult. 
But a moment more, and the city gates were 
wedged thick with a compact mass of people, who 
with eager eyes and struggling limbs, strove to 
burst into the city, but were prevented by their 
awn desperate compression, And now the cry 
arose clear and full, and spread round the whole 
city like a flash of lightning—“the king! the 
king!" and the whole mass of life, impelled. for- 
ward by the intense eagerness of their own spirits, 
bat overpowered by tho mighty, coming multitude, 
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flowers of gold. His loins were bound by a broad 
belt of golden embroidery, and clasped in front 
with a mighty diamond clasp; and from his neck 
hung many chains of pearls and precious stones. 
As he drew near the tribunal, the scribes and 
judges bowed themselves to the eedarn floor; and 
the chief judge immediately made way; that the 
king might sit in his seat ;—he himself arose and 
stood behind. 

‘Then Solomon desired that the evidence might 
be read; and when he had heard it, be commanded 
that the three witnesses of Talmai should be taken; 
that two of them should be kept asunder at suffi- 
cient distance from the tribunal, and that the third 
should be brought before him. The witoess ap- 
peared; but he came not now with the confident 
air of his former delivery, but pale, trembling, and 
more resembling a culprit than an evidence. The 
terrors of the king’s majesty seemed to overpower 
him. Then Solomon demanded of him, whether 
he and the other witnesses were in company when 
they saw the murder committed. He replied, * they 
were.” “And where were ye?” inquired the 
king. “Were ye with Talmai?” “No!” he 
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sought they the city?” They fled directly to 
the country.” 

“Te is enough," said the king, “take him 
hence; and let the three die the death of the 
false-witness,” 

As he said this, the man cried out, * Oh king! 
pardon! and I will tell thee all!” but the king 
waved his hand, and he was borne away. 

Then said Solomon, * Dalphon, son of Jathniel, 
and Shallum, son of Penuel, ye are free. The 
charge against you cannot be proved by the evie 
dence required by the law. God and your own 
hearts be your judges !” 

‘The multitude was about to mise a shout of 
acclamation, but the king waved his hand, and 
silence returned. 

“Talmai, son of Shaphan,” said the king, 
gravely, “is charged with the sin of idolatry. 
Let him stand at the tribonal: and let bis ac- 
eusers appear, ‘The evidence of Shallum, the son 
of Penuel, is already recorded against him; but 
Jet there be, at least, two other evidences produced, 
that there be no shadow of injustice in Israel.” 

‘There was a pause; and it seemed for a little 
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But the figure trembled exceedingly, and was 
silent. The multitude, os silent as that unknown 
person, gazed in curious wonder; and the monarch, 
as in indulgence of the trembling evidence, waited 
a little, and then added, “Speak, thou veiled 
trombler; who art thou?” But the figure only 
trembled the more ; and the king commanded that 
the veil should be withdrawn, As one of the 
guards loosened the veil, there was a cry as of 
horror, or surprise; and an aged man sprung from 
the crowd, and clasped to his heart the unveiled 
damsel. [t was Shemshem, the shepherd of Jath- 
niel, who had hither followed his master; and 
who beheld as one arisen from the dead, his daugh- 
ter Abital! The king, the court, the vast assombly, 
looked in wonder ; and when they saw a fair, but 
trembling damsel dropping insensibly into the arms 
of that old man, who clasped her with wild looks, 
and cried, “my daughter! my lost, dead daugh- 
ter!" they comprehended enough of the matter, 
though they knew neither of the persons, to weep 
atthe sight. The king himself wept, 

Tt was with difficulty thar Abital could be roused 
sufficiently to give her evidence; but when she 
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rolled wide its flashing treasure to the astonished 
‘eyes of the multitude. But the king deigned not 
to look upon it. * Woman!” he said, “I pity 
thy woe—but I cannot help thee. By the judg- 
ment of God—not by me, is Talmai slain. A 
‘stranger may become one of the house of Israel, 
but an Israelite cannot become a stranger, without 
becoming also an apostate, and thereby incurring 
death. He is born with the commandments of 
God upon his head, and he cannot cast them away 
but at the price of his life and his soul—they are 
an eternal obligation. And if Talmai has ceased 
to be a Hebrew, why perseciites he Hebrews? 
Why follow them to the tribunal of Ismel? 
Hither he has come for judgment—here let him 
receive it. And thinkest thou that the lives of 
God's people can be bought.or sold, by all the 
‘trensures of the earth 2” 

“Yet pardon—oh, mighty and wise king!— 
pardon this once!" cried a shrill, feeble voice; and 
a woman clad in the weeds of widowhood sprung 
forth, and threw herself at the side of the proud 
‘but frantic dame of Zidon—like a languid rose 
that waves at the foot of a stately palm-tree. 
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reached them, and with it the news of Talmai's 
doom also, As he entered, he beheld Jene raised 
en her couch, her hair flowing loose around her 
shoulders, and her countenance wild with an expres- 
sion of frantic agony. “Save him! save him!" she 
cried, a8 she saw Dalphon, who in a moment catch- 
ing the idea that it was Talmai whom she meant, 
and struck with a horror of his fate, turned to obey 
the double dictate of his own heart, and of his 
sister's, without reflecting that, if it were not 
already too late, it was a thing utterly/keyond his 
power;-—nothing could save him from being stoned 
to death—not the king's whole influence. But 
Shallum met him ere he could pass the door, and 
said in a low yoice, suspecting his design, “Nay! 
—it is past! All that I told thee would come to 
pss, is accomplished !" 

Dalphon tumed and glanced at Tene ;—she had 
sunk upon the couch: and, springing to her side, 
he beheld her a beautiful but lifeless thing. Her 
sensitive soul seemed to have lingered in her frail 
and fading body, bound by the chords of her 
anxiety—this last shock had broken them—she was 
gone for ever! 
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of their misfortunes had gone before them; and 
the inhabitants of field and town came forth and 
stood solemuly around their ‘path, and scattered 
flowers upon the bier, and around the track of that 
once bright maiden; and with those long, lugu- 
brious pipes, which breath into the soul of sorrow 
yet deeper sadness, and into the coldest stander-by, 
a tender spirit of sympathy, they recoived them to 
their nightly place, and preceded them a little on 
their morning way. 

In Dalphon, all consciousness of surrounding 
objects seemed gone. He sate in the shaded 
corer of the chariot, living, yet buried in the 
depths of his bleeding heart. He spoke not, he 
‘wopt not, nor sighed; and when they descended to 
their nightly sojourn, or ascended their chariot in 
the morning, he moved to and fro as one in a 
dreary aud impenetrable dream. “But when they, 
at length, caught sight of the hills of Tekosh,— 
when they saw its wide plains open to receive 
them, the tide of past feelings—the remembrance 
of past happiness—of her who was now lost for 
ever—eame rushing over his soul with such a ten~ 
der and subduing power, that the dark torpor of his 
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scattered around clouds of those beautiful flowers, 
which appear in those plains with the very earliest 
spring, as then it was, immediately after what they 
call the Early Rains, and which Iene had been 
the first to gather in her happy years. These they 
scattered on the bier of the lamented dead, with 
branches of the blossomed almond, and sung in 
thrilling tones :— 


She is dead! she is dead! 

She who was wont to tread 

‘With bounding feet the early-blossomed field; 
‘When with the early rain 

Flowers sprang upon the plain,— 
She is dead! she in dead! 

The early rains are o'er, 

But she returns no more! 

Oh! see the violets! see the lilies tall! 

The pale narcissus nods around ; 

And the sweet hyacinth is found, 

With roses white and red— 

She is dead! she is dead! 

‘The loveliest-maid !—the fairest flower of all! 





She is dead! she is dead! 

Ob, tell us where hath fled 

That pure, that gentle, that rejoicing soul! 
Jehovah ! thou hast made 

A mighty land of shade 

For the dead! for the dead! 

The Rephaim olé—the brood 

‘That perished in the flood ; 
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in the last feeble stage of mortal being. Ahlab 
and Hamutal were dwelling in Ahlab’s ancestral 
house, with a troop of their own fair children; and 
Dalphon, now lord of the mansion and domains of 
Jathniel,—a sober and sedate man,—for the memory 
of this calamity never passed from him, nor the 
shadow of its gloom from his countenance,—Dal- 
phon was judge in the land—honoured for the 
nobility of his nature—fenred for his grave virtue, 
—hbeloved for the unquenchable kindness of his 
heart. In his native home, he remembered the 
tender Mehalath, the daughter of Gedaliah; and 
there, as the beloved wife of his bosom, as the 
mother of all that district, her gentle spirit, in the 
language of her own hymn, “took a blither tone;”” 
—a soul all love, and tenderness, and serene 
delight. - 

Another Dalphon, another Hamutal, another 
Tene had sprung up, in whose young hearts the 
memory of their father’s beloved sister lived with 
a sorrowful fondness. They regarded her story 
even as one of those penned by the ancient 
patriarchs; and around her tomb they had planted 
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every flower which Dalphon and Hamutal had 
said that she loved. To them it was a sacred 
temple, where their hearts grew sober and wise; 
and where the love they cherished for her seemed 
to grow, and become stronger and tenderer for 
each other. 


THE SOOTHSAYER OF NO. 





THE SOOTHSAYER OF NO. 





“ Avas! master!” cried Zeeb, the servant of the 
prophet Haroshetl, coming hastily before the holy 
man, as he sate on the stone seat by the door of his 
house in Ziklag of Simeon, in the first dawn of a 
sprittg morning,—* Alas! master! the mule is 
gone! Some son of Belial has dared in the night 
to lead away from his stall the favourite beast of a 
seer!" 

‘The prophet was sitting in a posture of calm 
contemplation, such as the time and the scene 
before him might well be supposed to inapire in a 
person of his sacrod character. The sun had not 
yet climbed above the horizon, and fields, and woods 
and waters lay before him, softly veiled in that fine 
haze which hovers over the vernal landscape at 
early dawn; and the blue hills in the distance, 
above which the eastern sky was brightening with 
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most benign serenity, was nevertheless tried with a 
most irascible temper, that neither years, nor the 
prophetic function, nor the judgments he had wit. 
nessed or pronounced, had been able to eradicate: 
He had been married in his youth, and had soon lost 
his wife. From that time he had dwelt alone in his 
smal! house, with no one but Zeeb, a dwarfish, ill- 
shapen, weak-headed creature, yet who was faithful 
and affectionate to his master as a dog,—whose 
name, by way of reward, he often got. Perhaps 
Harosheth’s early loss of his wife soured his tem- 
per; perhaps his long, solitary life, with nobody 
but Zeeb to receive his commands and obey his 
whims, had fostered a hasty and arbitrary mood; 
perhaps, not having the benefit of a female help- 
mate's gentleness and affectionate acquiescence to 
sooth and smooth away his bursts of spleen, or that 
of her contagious excitement and retaliation in 
which to-mirror the ugliness of ill-humour, had 
* been his misfortune; but, whatever was the cause, 
he was of a most igneous and explosive tempera- 
ment. Like Balaam, he would have smitten his 
besst with fury, though it had been the cream- 
coloured mule itself, had it ground his leg against 
ug 
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‘The prophet woke in terror, and his heart died 
within him, for he knew the voice was the sure 
voice of spiritual command; and No—the ancient 
No, was a far city—the journey of half a moon. 
To a man of his years, it was an awful thing: but 
though Harosheth wns irasciblo, he was not re~ 
bellious; he bowed to the dispensation laid upon 
him; arose in the morning, saddled his ass, and 
set forth. He told to no one whither he went; he 
gave no charge over his house, for he trusted, not- 
withstanding the disappearance of his mule, that 
as the seer’s abode, it would not be violated; and 
Zeeb, who on all similar occasions had received his 
invariable injunctions,—* look well to the mule,” 
or the ass, as it might be, “and see that Sampson's 
foxes come not near the dwelling: meaning — 
beware of fire,—Zeeb had not returned to take his 
usual farewell. 

We may imagine, but need not describe the 
seer’s journey: enough, that he reached No in 
safety; and having taken up his abode at an inn, 
awaited with as much patience as he possessed, the 
prophetic unfolding of his mission. But for seven 
days, he went to and fro in that mighty and thickly 
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said they, in contemptuous surprise—* get thee to 
Noph the soothsayer.” The pride of Harosheth 
was pricked to the very core. A prophet of the 
Hebrews to seek the responses of a heathen sooth- 
sayer! Could it be, that his anger for the loss of 
his mule was to be punished by bringing him thus 
far, to be the mock of the base heathen? A secret 
sense of failing, and of the ludicrous nature of his 
inquiry, even made his anger the greater,—he 
went on in silence, As he passed an ancient house 
in the outskirts of the city, he beheld many people 
waiting at its gates. “Why wait these people 
here?” he inquired of a passer-by. “It is the 
house of Noph,” he replied,—* they seck the aid 
of his knowledge.” 

‘Vhe mind of Harosheth was impressed with the 
cireumstance. “ What knoweth this Gentile?” he 
said within himsclf; “by what power doth he 
reveal hidden things? I will visit this expounder 
of riddles for myself, that 1 may leurn the source 
of his power.” 

Many times, many days, from sunrise to sunset, 
did he pass the gates of Noph; but a crowd was 
for ever before it, and the prophet’s wonder rose 
higher and higher. 
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sary quantity of food, and yet appeared strang 
and elastic as the body of a tiger. From the midst 
of his wild mass of hair, protruded features of 
strange prominence and razor sharpness; a nose 
like the beak of an eagle, and eyes like eagle's 
eyes, dark and piercing. He made a sign to 
Harosheth to sit down, and then asked in a con= 
fidential tone, what he would learn ? 

*Thinkest thou,” replied Harosheth with haughty 
indignation, ‘that a servant of the Most High, 
seeketh help from a worshipper of stocks and 
stones? Thinkest thou there is no God in Israel ?” 

“TI have gone through Israel,” replied Noph, 
rapidly, and with an sir of gaiety, “and I saw 
none, In Syria, in India, in Egypt, and the 
Elishan Isles, are beheld everywhere the images 
of the gods of the country; but in Israel, what see 
we? A single temple; and in that temple a 
mystery—a sanctum that may only be entered by 
one priest—a mystery that covers nothing !” 

“ Blasphemous pagan!” exclaimed Harosheth, 
with eyes of fire, “dost thou dare to insult the 
Most High ?” 

“TL hayve not inquired of this high and invisible 
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“simple one! Hast thou lost a mule, and. canst 
not find it by thy divination? Dost thou wonder 
at the knowledge which I have of thee and of thy 
concerns ?—and dost: not comprehend that it is my 
business to learn, by the multitude of my bired 
spies, the entrance of every stranger, and the 
affairs of every dweller in the city? These are 
the true divinities,” said the triumphant soothsayer, 
as he clapped to the lids of his money-chests with 
self-complacent activity, and replaced them in their 
hidden recess; ‘ with these, are not all the power 
and the pleasures of the whole world mine? 
Without these, what is Bel or Serapis? what is 
Brahme or Jehovah? Go thy way—be poor and 
proud; and like the beggar by the way-side, retarn 
thanks for thy poverty a hundred times a day. 
What harm can thy curse do me?” 

‘The self-gratulating soothsayer bolted his door, 
and retook himself to his bed; but what was his 
astonishment as he awoke in the morning, to be- 
holt the congregation of his imaged divinities 
assembled round him. For a moment he lay in « 
silent amazement, but in the next instant a terrible 
idea flashed across his mind, “ Thieves! thieves!" 
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lay the miserable Noph in paralyzing horror— 
praying to his long serviccable servants, but now 
dreadful lords: praying to the God of Ismael, but 
in yain—all was silence around—motionless silence, 
except that the repeated knocking at his door 
announced the call of applicants for aids and his 
wontler was not small, as he observed a little 
crouching figure, a lar, brought from a distant 
country, act as janitor, open the door, and send the 
visitors away, wondering at the creature's round 
staring features and erect ears. 

All day Noph lay, the captive of these’ strange 
sentinels. At night he looked round, and beheld 
Asbtaroth cast » moony gleam throngh the apart- 
ment; and the bulk of Moloch glow with a sullen 
red, invisible by day. In the morning, Noph, 
whose hunger was become ravenous, would fain 
have persuaded himself that the movement of Baal 
was but a dream, or a delusion of his brain. With 
a desperate spring he leaped up, and fell stunned, 
not only by a blow from the sume huge hand, bat 
also from a thrust with the trident of Siva, who 
sate cross-leggod on his lotus-flower at the feet of 
the bed. A horrible din of mingled sounds assailed 
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of the rest:—* This has the deceiver drawn ftom 
my people—to them will I restore it,” 

‘Thus it went on, month after month. There he 
lay in still endurance: still also were his keepers; 
except that the Gemedim became every day more 
lively, and fall of sport and antics; and amused 
themselves with rolling about the largest coins, or 
riding on the shaggy backs of the Shoirim; gul- 
loping round and round with ringing laughter. 
Over and over the bed, without regard to the body; 
limbs, eyes, or skull of Noph ;—over the bed—up 
the walls, and along the ceilings they went; heads 
upward or heads downward, it mattered not; and 
every day their sport became more boisterous, and 
their laughter more loud and hideous, 

But six months had dragged themselves away, 
and the captive soothsayer still Jay as helpless, and 
ten times more miserable than ever. Meagre as 
he was before, he was now but a mere skin-covered 
skeleton ; and he cursed his gods: he cursed the 
day he had brought them hither; he cursed the 
people who came in crowds to seek his aid, but 
came not to rescue him; and he cursed the prophet 
who had lid him under this terrible spell. He 
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suffer; he cried mightily upon Siva and Cali, and 
the infernal Dian, to dispatch him; they heeded 
him not; days and weeks, and months went on. 
He saw with astonishment that his house was be- 
coming the haunt of all manner of reptiles, as a 
place uninhabited. The frog hopped flabbily on 
the damp fioor—the death-beotle ticked and drum- 
med in the timber of his bed—the spiders came 
and wove their webs in the very hand of Baal that 
had smote him down, and, from time to time, even 
walked with their crooked legs, and trailed their 
tickling threads across his own face, The lizard 
came, with shining eyes, peeping through a crevice 
of the wall; rats and mice ran thickly below; and 
the bats, descending down his fireless chimney, 
ascended, and flew round and round bencath the 
ceiling, uttering their shrill, harsh whistles. The 
whole group of images had resumed their silence 
and inaction—the sports and laughter of the Ge- 
medim and the Shoirim ecased—all scemed sinking 
into a state of eternal torpidity—of etermal decay. 
One solitary Gemid sat on his breast, holding the 
lamp in his hand—he nodded as overcome with 
sleep, and only roused himself once a day, to tor- 











OF sO, 265 


place: the people wore seized as they went along 
the streets with sudden madness, and ran furiously 
along till they fell and died. ‘The fears of death 
overcame the fears of superstition—the evil was 
attributed to the mystery concealed in the house of 
Noph. ‘The whole city ran together to destroy it. 
‘At this crisis, Harosheth appeared in the city. 
He beheld the furious crowd rushing to the house 
of Nop, and smote them with blindness. They 
reeled to and fro, and pressed upon each other. 
‘The torches which many of them bore, were 
rudely thrust against their neighbours, and the 
cries of pain and horror became inconceivable. 
‘The city was in danger of destruction: but 
Harosheth passed calmly through the living chaos; 
entered the dwelling of Noph, who bad heard 
with surprise the tumult without, and seen at the 
same time, the images around him shrink back to 
their formor stations. Harosheth said eolemnly— 
“ Arise, Noph! and come forth !”" and the terrified 
and wondering man sprang up with instant vigour, 
and fell at the prophet's feet. “ Mighty servant 
of a mighty Lord,” said Noph, let me find favour 
with thee;—teach me the knowledge of this dread- 
you. 1 N 
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man lives except by it, Dost thon now pass 
Yuough a land of fire? a land, where nothing 
lives but these deadly reptiles? dost thou not pass 
through these, and live? Remember now, und call 
to mind—who despised the Invisible One? This 
‘and was once fertile as Egypt, but the people 
despised the Invisible One—and now, where are 
they? To the end of the world, shall fire, and 
solitude, and barrenness dwell here. No man 
shall pass through, except the Lord shall send 
him, and support him in it."" 

Again he went on. Noph pursued in silent 
awe. Every night they lay down on the sand, 
fearless of the scorpions, and the purple wind of 
death; and every morning they found, each at his 
bead, bread, and water in a gourd. On the four- 
teenth diy, they entered a mountainous region, 
and a city, the dwellings of which were chiefly 
hewn in the rocks, which rese on each side of a 
delightful vale. The place was delicious with 
fresh flowing waters, green luxurious meads, and 
abundance of corn, and vines, and date-gardens of 
vast extent, whence Egypt was freely supplied: 
but a heavy calamity bad fallen on the people, 
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and looked on him, and said, “Noph, thou art 
bat a base heathen yet, Thou art far from com- 
prehending tho nature of God. Can he give me 
power to do this; and can he not give me all 
T need?” Noph was silent, and they journeyed 
forward. They now entered another town. It 
was a time of festivity. They celebrated the feast 
of Baal-Shalishab; and when they beheld the 
strangers, they would draw them to their temple 
to worship, and to feast with them; but when 
Harosheth refused, and denounced their god as 
4 false and impotent deity—they haled him and 
Noph away to the top of a rock, and would have 
plunged them down, but flames burst from the 
rock, and pursued the multitude with their fierce 
and smoky volumes, leaving the strangers un- 
touched. ‘When the prophet beheld himself and 
follower at liberty, he descended, and went quietly 
away; but Noph cricd out, “dost thou quit this 
place thus peaceably? Wilt thou not avenge 
thyself? Wilt thou not smite them even with 
blindness, as thon didst the people of No? Or 
earse them with the curse of the corn, loosed from 
off the last city 2” 
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hoarse voice, “help! help! or I perish with 
famine!" Harosheth took up the melon, and 
gave it to the wasted stranger; who devoured it 
with yoracity, “ Haste,” said the seer, “in the 
strength of this, and eastward wilt thou soon reach 
acity.’ The skeleton-like man fell down at the 
feet of Harosheth, and kissed them; tears even 
came into his burning and hollow eyes, and with 4 
gesture of his arm, expressive of infinite gratitude, 
he went away. 

But as Harosheth turned his eyes on Noph, he 
beheld him standing grinding his teeth, in rage; 
his sharp features were lit up with a flame of fury, 
and he cried, “is it thus thou treatest thy friend ? 
‘Hast thou not tormented me enough? Wilt thou 
kill me here? What hadst thou to do with my 
melon, that thou shouldst take it from me, and give 
it to thou knowest not whom ?” 

Harosheth looked calmly upon him, and said, 
“ Noph, art thou a man, and hast no feeling for 
thy brother? Dost thou desire to serve God, 
and wouldst not save his creature from perishing, 
though it were at the price of thy own life? Thou 
hast seen the power of God in the city, and the 
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Tam fall of vigour and peace, and love and glad- 
ness." He sprang up, and embraced Harosheth 
with transport. “1 will return,” he said, “to my 
native city, and declare what T have been taught: 
and whether I live, or whether I die, I have not 
lived in vain, and I shall die rejoicing.” 

They embraced again, and parted, each return- 
ing to his own place. Of Noph, no further record 
remains; but when Harosheth re-appeared at 
Ziklag, his friends came hastily together; and 
first of all, his brother came and fell on his neck, 
and wept, and said, “ Forgive, my brother, forgive! 
A long and weary journey hast thou had, in quest 
of thy mule, and behold! I had taken it away. 
‘Tidings came from my son, who dwells at Ain, 
that he was seized with a- sore affliction, The 
tidings came in the night, and I hastened to borrow 
thy mule for the journey. I knocked loudly at 
thy door, but could not awake thee—therefore [ 
took the mule and went. But when I returned, 
and heard of thy great anger, I hid him in my 
house, and said,—* Let be, till the wrath is a little 
gone by,'—when lo! I heard that thou hadst arisen, 
and wast gone! See! it is safe in its stall; and I 
have watched daily and anxiously for theo!" 

no 








THE VALLEY OF ANGELS. 








THE VALLEY OF ANGELS. 


CHAPTER I, 


A tribe of Antediluvians had pitched their tents 
in the plain of Kedem, From these tents issued, 
at evening, a young damsel, who, after looking 
silently for some time, first on the peaceful en- 
campment, and then on the equally peaceful pastoral 
seonery around; on the childron playing to and 
fro beneath the neighbouring trees, and on the 
numerous flocks and herds scattered in different 
parts of the landscape, beneath the care of their 
keepers, went on leisurely towards the west. She 
appeared to have scarcely reached the maturity of 
her youth; and her form was like that of one of 
those celestial spirits, which were wont in the first 
ages of the world to visit it—a form of beautiful 
proportion, evidently full of bounding elasticity and 
vigour. She was clad merely in a eymar of white 
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from the melting and penetrating beam of affec- 
‘tion to the triumphant and concentrated lustre of 
astar; dark eyebrows in union with a complexion 
of the mast delicate and transparent clearness; and 
every other feature so purely, so expressively 
lovely, that her soul seemed not only to exhibit 
all its depth and stirrings of passion and affection, 
of joy and sadness, brightly and instantaneously 
upon them, but to shew itself as one of the most 
gentle and glorious spirits which ever issued from 
the hands of the Creator. The varying develop- 
ments of her delight, curiosity, and gratified sense 
of harmony and fragance, a8 she went on gathering 
many a flower, gazing on its beauty, and inhaling 
its odour, shewed all the heart of youth in which 
the quickness and freshness of life yet dwolls; and 
which, feeling happy and full of hope, naturally 
expands itself to the charms of nature, asa flower 
to the sun; and when she cast ber cyes on the 
heavens above, and her rich and elevated features 
glowed with the divine sentiment of a worshipping 
admiration, you might have deemed that you were 
gazing on the countenance of a seraph, which had 
shone amid the eternal glory of the Divinity. 











neighbourhood; and, charmed with its beauty and 
fertility, proposed to build here a city, and lay the 
foundation of a future kingdom. But before they 
finally decided on this important measure, they 
judged it necessary to explore the country which 
lay still beyond it, to ascertain whether it was an 
inhabited land;—if so, what neighbours they were 
like to find; and if not, whether its natural ad- 
vantages might not even tempt them to rove still 
farther, and occupy it. They had now been gane 
nine days; and during the latter half of that time, 
every day Zen gazed anxiously from the door of 
her tent for the re-appearance of the troop; and 
every evening had she gone forth to see if she 
could not catch a distant glimpse of the returning 
wanderers, amongst whom her father was a leader, 
He was an aged man of his tribe; a counsellor, a 
judge, 2 patriarch amongst them: she was the 
child, the solo child of his age; and the death of 
her mother, which had occurred some years ago, 
had left her the stay and solace of his declining 
years; and, in his absence, the solitary inhabitant 
of his tent. Zea wanted not for companions, 
Amongst the damsels of the tribe, there were 
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now unknown deed of nobility, some tale of now 
forgotten lave and sorrow, the effusion of some 
poet, who threw it forth without an effort, and 
never dreamed of renown, yet had the living 
love of the hearta which he filled with a tender 
sweetness, And in the dance, in which agile and 
exquisite forms traced with fairy feet the myste- 
rious movements of the planetary train, already 
made known to men by the discoveries of the 
carly and marvellous astronomy, which was not 
all quenched in the Flood, Zea was conspicuous = 
and in the merry troop who sallied forth to plunge 
into the clear river, shaded by the wide o'er-arching 
boughs of the primeval forest,—or to gather for 
the table the grape, the pine, the golden orange’ 
the date, the rich fig, on whose delicate surface 
“a violet mist seemed to have condensed itself; and 
flowers from the field, the wood-side, and the river, 
—roses, amaranths, and lotuses, to fill with grace 
and fragrance their simple abodes ;—there was Zea 
to be seen, bounding along with the gaiety of a 
child, and the beauty of a creature of heaven. 

‘Zea was a being whose heart clung to her species, 
and in her gayer moments to the gayest portion 
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voice of God, which was heard amid the shades af 
Eden by the first parents of men, still lived along 
the unforsaken earth, in the forest, in the water, 
in the winged and enveloping air, and cried to the 
listening soul—* Where art thou?” She gazed 
on the firm ground beneath her feet, and bowed 
in an adoring sense that seemed flashed upon her 
heart, of the wonder of its creation, in its vastness 
and solidity,—starting from nothing at the voice of 
God. She fixed her eyes on the shape of some rogal 
flower, rising in peerless grace on its beautifully 
proportioned stem, spreading out its finely ramified 
branches, and leaves and leaflets in nicest deve- 
lopment, and bearing to the eye of heaven, its 
flowers wrought in burnished gold, bright as the 
gun's own lustre, wrought as by the chisel of some 
divine spirit, in which grace and glory lived with 
such an exuberant plentitude, that they cast them~ 
selves without measure or care upon millions of 
fragile creations, which bloomed in solityde, or 
were trodden beneath the feet of men and beasts, 
till she oxclaimed in her heart—* The very finger 
of the Deity hus been here! God. himself shaped 
the first flower of this kind: his eternal mind 
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Tt was alive to the faintest appulse of every ex- 
terior thing ; and its own clear depths were revealed 
to itself in such profound and marvellous amplitude, 
that she was awed by the intellectual dignity, and 
the eternity of her own being. 

She was, without being aware of it, of a high 
order of beings: one of that class whom later times 
have recognized as touched by the Divinity with a 
subtle spiritual essence, which they have failed to 
define—and have therefore been content to name 
it oxsivs—and wonder at its workings for good or 
for evil. The aspects of heaven and earth; of day 
and night; of the varying seasons; the beauty of 
stars, of mountains, and deep woods, and mighty 
waters, and all the more magnificent features and 
agitations of the world: the influences of fear, and 
hope, and despair; the passions of hatred and love ; 
of ail the lovely and alluring—the dark and terrible 
phenomena of the human mind; the terror or mag= 
nanimous splendour of human deeds—war, and 
triumph, and defeat; the dimness of eternity; 
domestic sorrows, decay, and death, pulling man 
to the dust; and affections wrestling with them in 
strength and devotedness so sublime, that it seemed 
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falling away from heaven, and its consequent sins 
and sorrows, were spread wide in her mind as one 
great and indestructible picture. 

‘The love which existed in the hearts of the old 
man and his daughter towards cach other, was 
strengthened beyond the interest of ordinary life, 
by the common and sacred sorrow which they 
cherished for her lost mother; by solitary com- 
munings in their tent, in which the old man eased 
his heart of his multifarious knowledge, and filled 
that of his daughter with images of indescribuble 
beauty and wonder, 

Every day had she therefore now, for some time, 
Jeoked out anxiously for the return of her father; 
and every evening wandered forth towards the 
western forest, in hope of hailing his appearance 
afar off, But hitherto her quest and solicitude 
had been in vain. 
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dered strikingly visible by the fixedness of the 
scenes below; and, ever and anon, she beheld his 
broad and sanguine orb between the opening 
boughs of the forest, hung, as it were, for a 
moment's solemn farewell, above the horizon ere 
he descended into another region of inconceivable 
warmth and beauty. The far glance over the 
solitary land—the silence around—the gloom 
already creeping over the cast—the dream-like 
repose of approaching night—the shadows of the 
forest, and that departing spectacle of majestic and 
serene glory, filled her with an awe, and at the 
same time clevated her spirit into that region of 
entranced thoughts that float away into infinity. 
‘She forgot herself in this imposing pageant, one 
of the most magnificent which the hand of Om- 
nipotence has spread before his creature man, and 
spread it too, at that hour of retreating light and 
sound—of coming dimness and subdued tone of 
spirit, when the heart is, if ever, easily touched 
with the display of the divine hand-writing on the 
wall, and disposed to adore and love :—she started 
at length, to find herself alone in the forest. The 
last ruddy beams of the sun burned behind her on 
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in silont and admiring wonder. Was so glorious 
a scene in the immediate vieinity of their camp, 
and had no one yet discovered it? On the other 
side of the valley the mountains she had scen, 
arose—their heads bright with the last beams of 
the sun, their feet stretching out in extreme shade ; 
and yet in the obscurity of evening, presenting to 
the eye such wildness of varied fronts, such inter 
yening vales and glens, and such picturesque array 
of wild woods, as revealed them to the imagination 
of the beholder as belonging to a scene of sublime 
enchantment, 

But what astonished her exceedingly, was to 
bebold. scattered all through that Elysian vale, 
= it were, dwellings and temples, whose roofs 
and fanes reared themselves in majestic splendour, 
They were evidently rich abodes, as of some 
wealthy race, who had gathered around them all 
the amenities of nature and the charms of art. 
‘They stood in the midst of gardens and groves, 
where lofty palms, and cypresses, and cedars, 
shewed themselves above the other masses of 
foliage, and the breath of whose fragrance was 
wafted to where she stood. Fur us the dimness 
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«Thou canst not regain the camp of the Sephar- 
vites to night; it is three hours’ journey, and the 
forest abounds with beasts of prey. 1 fain would 
lead thee down into our valley; and yet will it 
not fulfil the doom predicted? Thou seest the 
Valley of Angels; the last visible abode on the 
unhappy earth, of those heavenly hosts which 
once’ walked amongst men, their friends, their 
guides, and defenders. Of all these glorious 
beings, we alone linger here, to delay as much as 
in us lies, the growing curse of earth; and even 
how we are commanded to depart, when the feet 
of man enter the vale. 

Shall I hasten this crisis? Wilt thou banish 
from the afflicted globe the angelic bands by thy 
presence? And yet, where shall I convey thee? 
‘Where shall I shelter thee for the night? Let 
me reconduct thee to the camp?” 

Zea stood trembling with awful astonishment, 
To feel herself in the presence of a creature of 
another and a higher nature, to behold herself on 
the very verge of a city of angels, startled and 
shook her frame with those fearful sensations, which 
for some wise but undiscovered purpose, interpose 
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hold visible intercourse with them is forbidden. 
Hast thou heard of the past ages, and canst thou 
not comprehend why the Omniscient has given us 
this Jaw 2” 

“And sayest thou,” rejoined Zea, “that ye 
must for ever depart when the foot of man treads 
your soil? Alas! not long, I fear me, will your 
sojourn then upon earth be! Oh good spirit! fain 
would I know many things which are doubtless 
revealed to you—fain would I dwell awhile with 
you—fain hold much conyerse with you, that 1 
may hear of the past days—of the dealings of the 
Almighty; which may strengthen me to fear him 
more deeply, to love him more worthily, and to 
make his laws and his presence more livingly felt 
around me, And shall this holy desire be vain ? 
Shall my presence, like an evil spell, only banish 
you for ever ?”” 

“No, Zea!” exclaimed a soft voice which made 
her start, as at a well-known sound; and in the 
same instant she beheld another shape also standing 
before her. ‘No, Zea! it is not thus! Thou 
shalt descend with us for the night into the valley !" 
added the second Spirit; and as he spoke, Zea 

of 





OF ANGELS, 200 


feelings,—thy longings after the hidden natures of 
the universe. It has been my delight to mark the 
influence of that spirit of poetry, which has found 
thee in the woods and wildernesses; and it shall 
yet be mine, to conduct thee whither all those 
glorious images that float in thy young mind are 
the realities of eternity. Come! let us descend! 
‘Thou art pure as the angele ;—the interdict regards 
not thee ;—the words of God are—* When the feet 
of men enter your valley, depart’ Descend fear- 
lessly! I know thy secret thoughts, and tell thee 
that thy father is well, but returns not yet. Be 
therefore at peace.” 

He turned aside a bough of the kafal tree, heavy 
with blossoms, the stirring of which awoke a gush 
of fragrance in the dewy evening air; a narrow 
path discovered itself, and Zea followed, with a 
beating heart, the Spirits down the descent. As 
they went forward, her amazement every moment 
augmented: she beheld the angelic natures walke 
ing to and fro in their shining beauty, amidst the 
twilight fragrance of their gardens. The sound of 
falling fountains broke at intervals upon her ear; 
mighty trees stood around, in their solemn shadows; 
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For 2 moment, a shade passed over their faces, 
as they said to their conductor,—* Kadmicl, is this 
well?” It is well,” replied the youth; “the 
entrance of this damsel affects not our sojourn; the 
words of God have another object. Ye see—our 
abodes attest not by their instant dissolution, the 
operating spell of the Almighty.” With. that, 
these amiable beings sprang forward with one 
accord, and clasping Zea to their bosom, weleamed 
her with transport to the Valley of Angels. Zea, 
trembling with various overpowering emotions, was 
silent; her eyes wandered over the marvels of that 
fair pavilion, and on the faces of its angelic inmates. 
Tt was to her a beautiful, but soul-consuming 
vision. “Am I really, then, in the midst of the 
childeen of heaven!” she often exclaimed to her- 
self;—her lifo seemed to burn within her with a 
swift and meteor flame; all around her were objects 
that filled her with the most vivid and ineffable 
sensations. ‘The walls appeared as of pure eme- 
rald, and were adorned with paintings, in which 
scenes of transcendant beauty, and figures of awful 
majesty, doing deeds of wonder and mysterious 
terror, were rather living than portrayed. Flowers 
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will be closed for ever. Thy sojourn here must 
necessarily be brief; thy silence as it regards us, 
while we remain on earth, profound; one day we 
shall meet again in higher scenes, and in a more 
enduring union.” 

* But,” said Zea, her wonder breaking the bonds 
of awe and emotion, “but do the same endearing 
relations exist amongst you, as amongst us? Have 
you all the varied, but precious ties of parent and 
child, brother and sister? and this, without fear of 
death, or sorrow, or separation; without fear of 
the coldnesses and mistrusts which the passions and 
purblind perceptions of men occasion often amongst 
the most closely united;—without fear of that 
moral corruption of character, which cuts off hopes 
and friendships the most blooming, and sears the 
hearts of the faithful with a woe that never heals? 
Oh happy! happy race!” 

« Thou seest it is so,” they replied. « While we 
dwell on earth, the laws of our existence are 
strongly assimilated to those of human life.— 
‘Our natures are capable of conforming to the 
nature of the world in which we dwell, und of 
drawing continual refreshment and delight there- 
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The sisters led her to a fair chamber; bade the 
peace and joy of God be with her, and withdrew. 
A strain of music, soft and soothing, now awoke. 
As she listened, her spirit, at first roused into 
wonder, into Joye to God and man, poured itself 
forth in a warm tide of silent tears; then sank and 
floated away in the stream of harmonious sound— 
she slopt. 


CHAPTER III. 


Is the moming she awoke, and starting from her 
couch, she beheld the light upon the mountains, 
and stood entranced in admiration at the sublime 
heanty of those peerless hills. The recollections 
of the evening came back upon her; the reality, 
yet the dream-like reality of her situation; and she 
gazed on the whole scone of enchantment, with 
& swimming and unsteady vision, Below, the 
Elysian valley expanded itself in ineffable beauty. 
The great river was rolling on its way, glittering 





306 THE VALLEY 


and flashing in the rays of the morning sum. The 
trees and flowers around that fair abode, waved in 
the fresh gale, and shook to the ground their 
fragrant dews, 

Far and wide, she saw the heavenly inhabitants 
in their radiant loveliness, moving in blissful 
groups, or singing as they trod alone the para- 
disaical gardens of that fairy region. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Zea, “and has earth yet » 
spot peopled with inhabitants like these! giving 
up to their hands her richest blessings, instead of 
having them reluctantly wrung from her by a bard 
and selfish race that prey upon each other. Happy! 
happy creatures! and such might we have been 
but for the fall! Then death—then sorrow: but 
above all—sin; the curse, the canker, the destruc 
tion of our being, had not been 1" 

‘The angelic sisters appeared, and with a heart 
warm salutation, led her again to the presence of 
their parents and brother. A breakfast of various 
beautiful fruits awaited them, which they partook 
in a spirit of cheerful love, that obliterated in 
Zea's heart the remains of her internal awe of their 
spiritual natures; and then Kadmiel and his sisters 
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arose to shew her the city. They went out into 
the garden which overlooked the whole valley, and 
seating themselves on a projecting rock beneath a 
spreading cassia tree, pointed out, with affectionate 
assiduity, the yarious lovely features of the place, 
Zea's eyes followed from point to point, and saw 
with increasing marvel, the numerous inhabitants 
actively engaged in different pursuits. Some in 
Tight skiffs floated on the river; some tended their 
flowers, and bound up the beautiful plants of their 
gardens: others might be seen walking in the 
distant meads, purple with bloom as in the height 
of spring ; and others, seated around their fountains 
in their gardens, were engaged in conversation 
evidently full of happiness and interest, by the 
brightness of their countenances; while their songs 
came in the wind at intervals, softer and richer 
than the tones of human instruments, 

* But what is this!” cried Zea in astonishment, 
which I see? I behold forms suddenly appear on 
spots where I did not note their approach. I see 
& group in conversation; in a moment one, two, 
three, are gone—vanished, T know not how; and 
as instantancously are the numbers of others in- 
creased,” 
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“Zea!” replied Kuthielah, “hast thou beheld 
the host of stars shining in the night above thy 
head ?- Every twinkling gem is a world! the 
centre of worlds ; and not only they, but millions 
of others sown through the boundlessness of space. 
‘Thinkest thou the Eternal so circumscribed in his 
power, or so niggard of his beneficence, as to have 
made only this little planet?” 

Zea heard the words of the angel, and fell upon 
her face on the ground, She lay silent as one 
dea, and the three shining ones stood around, sand 
looked upon her with compassionate love. At 
length she raised herself; but her countenance was 
pale as that of a lifeless creature, and her spirit 
seemed fainting within her. She raised her eyes 
wildly to the sky, then cast them upon the ground ; 
her breath came heavily and at long intervals: and 
‘her limbs were cold and rigid. In ao few moments 
she murmured—* Oh, mighty and incomprehen- 
sible God! and have I dared to look up to thee as 
to a father! Have I dared to send up my thoughts, 
which are as a contemptible vapour, with hope and 
a fearful familiarity towards thee! and knew not 
that [ am nothing !—less than nothing !— that 
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and nature; and it is only by degrees that the 
wounded spirit can gather up its strength, and 
proceed to form some just notion of his equally 
unfathomable wealth of love. Well for thee it is, 
Zen, that thou hast learnt this mwful truth, while 
they are at hand who can re-wsure thy fallen 
heart; and  re-conduct thy thoughts into the 
ebannel of felicity. ‘This will not always be the 
Jot of men. Higher natures depart from ther. 
‘They will arrive at this knowledge, by the active 
inquiries of their own science, and will feel all 
its overwhelming weight;—hence shall arise the 
singular and fatal spectacle, of mon who, having 
discovered more of the works of the Almighty than 
their fellows, shall believe less in his existence 
than they. The best spirits,—they who have long 
clung in faith to the Author of their being, will be 
smitten and oppressed with a sense of their insig- 
nificance; which the living emanation of God in 
their own hearts—the crying voice of an immor- 
tality, heard through all lands and all times, shall 
alone cnable them to surmount. But many will 
strive with infinite thingy in the darkness of their 
souls; and seeing the stupendous range and mag~ 
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them to call him Father: he shall shew them that 
his care is exerted for the smallest creatures. And 
can there be a more living proof of God's esti- 
mation of men, than the sending of his Son to 
assert it? 

+ Behold his angels! They have descended into 
the deep arcana of his truth;—they know the 
immensity of bis might and his works, and they 
are happy ! 

“Behold this insect, which has constructed its 
nest in this convolved leaf. It has constructed its 
works with a science as wondrous and exact a8 
that of man; in its small and transparent body 
exist passions, and desires, and propensities, as 
strong as those which agitate the largest power 
whieh walks the carth. It lives in his being ;—it 
is quickened and preserved, and, as it were, in- 
spired by his life;—he forgets it not;—can he 
forget his higher creatures? What he has deemed 
it important to form, is it possible he can despise? 
Let thy confidence revive, thou sensitive child of 
earth, and remember that thy fate stands not alone. 
in thy own individual being;—it is bound up in- 
dissolubly with thy whole species. What happens 
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upon it; and she thanked the affectionate Kadmiel 
for his consolatory language. “It is true," she 
said, “you have beheld the terrors of the Divine 
nature, and yet are full of rejoicing. Let me 
learn to confide and adore.” 

* But let us now,” said the sisters, “shew thee 
something more of our kindred.” They clasped the 
maiden in their arms. She felt a sudden sense of 
rapid motion ;—a swimming—a failing of sense and 
vision; and, again recovering them, she beheld 
the three standing, smiling beside her; but the 
scene was altogether different. They were on the 
banks of the great river. A mead, deep with 
yerdure, and brilliant and odorous with thousands 
of glorious flowers, was before them; and trees of 
a mighty growth, and exceeding woodland beauty, 
grew around, and hung their blossomed and fruit~ 
laden boughs towards the ground, ‘They beheld a 
troop of childron playing amongst thern, full of the 
agility and the happy fancies of infancy. Some 
gathered flowers; others sate in a ring on the turf, 
weaying them into garlands, which they placed 
upon their sunny locks; and others soaring without 
aid of wings, played in the treetops, and threw 
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Let ua plunge in the brine: 
Let us bask in the shine; 
Lot us climb up in wonder, 
‘To regions of thunder ; 

Let us sit in a ring, 

By some searcave and aing ; 
‘Then back to this sweet vale: 
Away! and awny! 


At once the whole merry band sprang up; there 
was a shrill ery of delight,—a clapping of hands,— 
and they were gone! 

“ Beautiful and blessed creatures!" Zea ex- 
claimed. “Yet why does their beauty make me 
sad? What is there in appearance to distinguish 
them from the children of my own race, except 
that their etherial frames can soar from earth at 
will? . They are lovely und glorious to look o1;— 
but I have seen children even of my mortal race 
xs beautiful and rejoicing as they. But these are 
immortal and seathless;—they shall never know 
disease, nor evil, nor death: while alas! the chil- 
dren of men must experience them all. I have 
seen a band of our children playing like these, with 
as much of loveliness in their forms, as much of 
heaven in their hearts, 1 haye seen some one 
pre-eminent amongst them for his childish beauty, 
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his arch playfulness, and overflowing spitit of joy. 
I have seen him soon after laid on his mother's lap, 
shrunk into dry and pallid feebleness, like a plant 
bitten by the canker-worm; or rolling in the hot 
agony of fever, till he died, and the earth was cast 
upon him, But I have scen what is far worse than 
this;—I1 haye seen those innocent and happy crea- 
tures growing up, and becoming ripidly transformed 
into monsters of selfishness and crime, When 1 
hear the merry voice of childhood, my heart often 
Jeaps with a sudden foreboding terror. When I 
see its artless purity and simplicity of spirit, 1 
become melancholy; for the knowledge of what 
they may soon become, has fallen upon me. Surely, 
surely in this sad existence, there is nothing so sor- 
rowful as the metamorphosis from a simple, loving 
child, intoa hard, coarse, malignant being,—from 
whose nature every tender and good thing seems 
to have fallen, as blossoms from a growing tree; 
and to have left nothing but selfishness, surageness, 
and exulting, greedy ferocity. Yet it isa change 
that is daily, hourly, and continually going on. 
Oh! that we could but learn to preserve the tender 
heart, the pure simplicity of the child till manhood; 
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then would the world be blessed, and its curse 
overcome!” 

“But to do that,” replied Zillah, “the whole 
fabric of human nature must be renewed; and 
that can only one accomplish, and in a distant age, 
Man's spirit must indeed pass through a fiery dis 
eipline, The curse is on the earth; and the prine 
ciple of evil is active and untiring !—it must spread 
wide, and with all its dragon folds surround his 
path: but bear up, Zea—God is mighty ;—he will 
cause the soul of man to triumph;—and will not 
eternity be able to make him forget the sorrows, 
bat not the lessons of time?” 
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‘Here on thy last-created star 
Thy angel-wateh wo keep ; 

We see thy wondrous acts afar, 
‘Then homeward tarn, and weep. 

‘We wecp—but do we then repine? 
Never,—oh never! Lo! 

‘These creatures, Lord of Heaven, are thine— 
How can we let them go? 





Oh! fill of wonder are thy ways! 
‘Man, formed by thee the last, 

Dwells where each pleasant thing decays— 
Where life itself Bie fut. 

His spirit clings unto the ground, 
Yet holds it by a breath ; 

Fain would he loose his hold—but round 
‘Stand Terror, Pain, and Death! 


Sorrow has sealed hirn sith « spell 
‘That draws us to his lot: 

Guilty and desperate to rebel, 
We mourn, but lesve him not 

‘Yet must we leave bim,—for we hear 
The bloody stops draw nigh, 

‘That bid the angels disappear 
For over in the sky. 


Woe to tho earth! "tis aad to be 
Even now its weeping guest ; 

Shades of « dim antiquity 
Are falling om its breast. 

We wander through the woods, where grew 
‘The trees of Nature's birth = 

Alaa! their mighty branches strew 
‘The unlamonting earth. 
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and all is well—let it go, and all is darkness. It is 
the sure thread by which alone man may pass 
through the labyrinth of the world; this once 
broken, he wanders for ever in inextricable errors. 
Doubts and complainings, like hungry dogs, pur- 
sue him from depth to depth, and urge him on to 
blasphemy and despair. 

“ Whoever would unravel the intricacies of the 
divine rule, let him hold fast by this confidence in 
divine Goodness. Man’s is an active spirit, He 
is not required to believe blindly—without inquiry, 
and without sufficient evidence. But let him stand 
firm upon this confidence; and in the world, amid 
all its perplexities and dark riddles of prevailing 
evil, he will find proofs enow of heaven's goodness 
around him. Is He not good, who has made the 
heavens and the earth fair, and filled the latter with 
abundant pleasant and refreshing things; and has 
made even man’s body—his prison and his chain— 
benntiful, and full of strength and comfort; and 
has created hope to cheer him on his way, and 
affections to strengthen, and faith that swells up in 
his soul in the very face of evil; and lofty aspira- 
tions, that contend against temptations without and 
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doabt of the wisdom of heaven, and will even 
upbraid the Omniscient with the errors of his laws. 
Dreadful will be the wickedness, the hardness, and 
blindness of heart of those days. Kings and 
mighty warriors will sweep away human lives, as 
things of no value. The powerful will grind the 
poor, till they turn with fiendish eyes of ven- 
geance upon them: and horrible crimes,—crimes 
of new conception and strange names, shall break 
forth like a pestilence, and fill the hearts of the 
astonished listeners with inconceivable horror. 

“ Yet, through all this, and above all this, shall 
the spirit of the Infinite Goodness operate; and 
shall bring forth the human soul as from # furnace 
ten times heuted—pure, and prepared to Eternal 
Life. The narrow views of men shall not com- 
prehend;—the bigot heart shall set bounds even 
to the designs and mercies of God ;—but praise be 
to him, he is mighty and wise, and good; and 
knows, and will execute to the utmost, his own 
beneficent views. 

“Por thee, Zea, there come days of trial,—of 
hard and sharp trial; but they shall be short— 
therefore be strong, It is for this, that I have 
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desired to bring thee into this valley; that thy 
soul, well assured of its sature, its origin, and 
its end, may be prepared to endure its proving 
to the victory. Remember therefore my worke— 
be strong in the trust, and for the honour of God!” 

Zea heard the angel's words applied to herself 
with natural terror; and besought him earnestly 
and sorrowfully to unfold to her the mature of those 
trials, that she might be better armed to meet 
them. Her affections directed her fears towards 
that which she most valued; and she exclaimed, 
“My father! is he dead? do thy words concern 
him?” 

“Time, Zea,” replied Kadmiel, will soon 
unfold them. I may not disclose more than what 
may give thy heart rest, respecting thy father;— 
these trials concern not him; and as to meeting 
them properly, confide in God, and in that roice 
in the heart, which never fails his faithful servants.” 

They arose, and conducting her by that same 
rapid and mysterious mode they had before em- 
ployed, were immediately at theit home. The 
angel parents received them with affectionate joy, 
but with a solemnity mingled therewith, that struck 
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in Zea's heart a deeper awe, from the effect which 
Kadmiel’s words had already produced there. The 
lofty and impressive nature of the paintings which 
adomed the walls, and on which Zea’s eyes again 
turned, seemed to sink still deeper this feeling, 
The affectionate Spirits, as if willing to draw Zea’s 
attention from the care which they saw had settled 
ou her soul, turned to these sublime representa- 
tions, and opened to her, histories of things so 
marvellous and stupendous, as, for the time, wholly 
absorbed her faculties in terror and devouring 
interest; or melted her in sorrows and kind affoc- 
tions so sad and thrilling, that once known, their 
memory could neyer perish from the human soul. 
In these relations, they sate and marked not that 
much time had gone by, that it was far in the 
night. ‘The angels then, with solemn countenances, 
in which love and an intense sorrowful interest 
were blended, embraced Zea with ardent enthu- 
singm and with tears, and said, “ We must now, 
dear maid, bid thee farewell’ for the night, and 
perhaps not for the night only, but for a longer 
period,—perhaps to meet no more on the earth.” 
Zea’s countenance grew deadly pale; she shook 
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if it happen otherwise, seek thyself the camp, 
and whatever befall thee, be pure—be firm—trust 
in God!” 

Again, and again they embraced the weeping 
and speechless maid, with that warmth and tender 
abandonment of heart, which they who love and 
part in circumstances of sadness and uncertainty 
too well know; and Zillah and Kuthielah again 
led her to repose. As the door closed on their 
retreat, she threw herself upon her bed and wept 
bitterly. Earth seemed now to her imagination 
cold and undesirable. Fain would she call her 
father from the society of erring and selfish men, 
and casting off the bondage of flesh, depart with 
those pure and lofty creatures to their everlasting 
lands of beauty and peace, But it could not be >— 
the passage through the valley of the shadow of 
death was yet to be trod, and between her and 
that awful transit were some unknown but mighty 
terrors. Her agitated spirit, long tossed in these 
tumultuous thoughts, at length sunk into sleep, 
from which she was again roused by the sheill wail 
of a trumpet. She sprung up, but still imagined 
herself in a dream, Instead of that luxurious 
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young Spirits, whose birth hnd been upon enrth, 
but who were about to enter the regions of glory, 
which their parents had delighted to describe to 
them as their own father-land; and, ever and anon, 
‘a faint, wild note of music struck her ear, and 
descended into her heart with a feeling of ineffable 
regret. Farther and further they bore away, 
while her eyes were fixed on their fading forms 
with intense abstraction ;—farther and farther they 
roceded—grew dimmer, and disappeared, leaving 
in the direction of their track a soft dilute flush of 
rose, like that which tints the evening sky after 
the sun has gone down, and which, like that, soon 
died away, and left the mortal atmosphere to its 
own cold grey. She turned her eyes to carth— 
they were dimmed with that vision of passing 
glory—and she stood for a time in a state of 
unconsciousness of all around, 
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exhausted by ber speed and her terror, she sunk 
to the earth. In a moment her pursuers were upon 
her. One leaped from his panting steed, and 
lifting up the conscious, but helpless maid, placed 
her before his companion, and they returned as 
they came, at full speed. They soon emerged 
from the trees, and began to descend into the 
vale:—how different this entrance to her former 
one!—she cast one wild glance at the armed 
band, and again groaning at the sight, closed her 
eyes. She called to mind the words of the angels, 
and she felt that her trials were coming upon her 
in truth speedily. She called to mind also their 
admonition, te trast in God and be strong: but 
despair seemed to dash even a prayer for help 
from her lips, and for a moment she gave up 
herself to tlt misery of her'situation. Yet the very 
weakness of her mortal and overtried nature, which 
this instant refused hope, in the next, flung itself 
with all its passionate vehemence, its wild terror 
and torture, upon the sole but invisible source of 
help: and she cried bitterly in her heart-— God! 
God! sive me!" They flew on, and now rapidly 
approached this unknown band, They were now 
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power to create illusions thus splendid, and canst 
thou not save thyself? and thou tremblest like an 
abele tree, and art pale with fear, as the corpse 
with death! Lbeheld, as 1 entered this valley, 
palaces and domes, as of the gods; in 4 moment 
they melted away,—I ask thee, where are they?” 

“Oh king!” said Zea, bowing in deepest 
obeisance, thine handmaid has no part in these 
wonders, What thou hast scen, is the work of a 
higher power—even of the God of heaven. These 
abodes were the dwellings of angels it was decreed 
that at the approach of men, they should depart, 
They are gone, as thou seest—and 1, a casual 
guest, entreat thee by all that is sacred, to permit 
me to hasten to my own people |”” 

“Te is well,” said the fierce king, with a sanile 
of incredulous scorn ; “ thou art but a poor maiden, 
who holdest converse with angels,—with angels 
that fice at the presence of the greatest of carth’s 
monarchs as from a pollution. It is well, we will 
question thee again of these things.” 

He wared his hand, and his followers conveyed 
her into the interior of the royal tent, which wns 
now ereeted; and putting her in a small separate 
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robe, reclined at his case on his couch, Flagons 
and beakers of gold, stood scatteredly on the table; 
arms and pieces of armour, lay here and there 
sbout the tent; the couches were covered with 
skins of the lion and the panther, everything in- 
dicated the abode of a wealthy and warlike prince. 
His shield and spear, each of beautifal workman- 
ship, attesting the progress of the art of Tubal- 
Cain, leaned against a tall tripod near him. He 
surveyed the approaching maid with a calm look 
of inquiry as she knelt just within the curtain of 
the tent. Tell me now truly, fair maid,” he said, 
with a more subdued and gentle tone, ‘tell me 
truly what thou art, and what is the nature of the 
vision I have seen; remember, thou art in the 
hands of the mighty Pygarg; my power is supreme 
‘on earth—no one says to me, ‘what doest thou?” 
Life and death issue from my mouth; they appear 
in the moment I pronounce their names, There 
is no escaping from my hand; tell me, therefore, 
truly what I ask thee.” 

Oh, mighty king!” replied the trembling Zea, 
for the name he had uttered shook her soul with 
terror, and blackened it with despair, for it was 
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agony of emotion, and cried, “Ob, gracious 
monarch! mock not thy handmaid, let me, let 
me depart to my people! let me return to my 
aged father, whose life is wrapped up in mine !”” 

“ Thy father shall be a king! we will call him 
*to honour and rule. He shall govern many states. 
‘What is there which is not easy to her on whom 
the king's heart is set? Is thy father's life wrapped 
up in thine? so, I tell thee, is mine also. Nay, 
believe it not, thou art mine—thou departest from 
me no more! What I desire, 1 have; and who 
shall say tome, nay? But I urge thee not—thou 
shalt see a little of my glory, and then wilt thou 
comprehend the felicity of thy lot. Art thou-no 
sorceress, sayest thou? Yet to me mayest thon 
become the most powerful of wonder-workers. 
My host have seen the strange visions of this 
valley, they shall beliove that they originated in 
thee; they shall believe that thou art able to dis 
perse armies by a word, to make towers and cities 
vanish into wir, My arms have yet found no 
resistance; twenty kingdoms have I subdued, and 
over them I reign; but in the faith of thy spells 
we shall henceforth conquer with infinitely greater 
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the massy, and wide-extended towers of Arbek 
before them. They scemed to extend to cach 
extremity of the horizon, and to be huge and pon- 
derous as they were wide, 

The king rode with a gracious air, addressing 
himself to Zea, and endeavouring to inspire her 
with confidence. He pointed out the great 
features of his kingdom, and the scenes of former 
battles. He unfolded to her the beginning, the 
growth, and the triumph of his power,—from the 
day when he was a hunter in the wilds, till he 
became the head of a band,—the successful leader 
of an army,—the king of a people ;—how he laid 
the foundations of Azbek, ond raised it with the 
spoils of many nations,—and made his people 
famed far and wide; destroying armies, bringing 
home kings captive, till, without experience of the 
evil of defeat, he had placed beneath his feet 
twenty realms. 

Zea heard and trembled. His words, which 
were intended to inspire admiration and love, 
produced only a stunning terror. Hers were not 
the views, nor the mind that sought for happiness 
in the midst of the blaze of another's renown, much 
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“ Pair maid," replied the affable monarch, “they 
are all prisoners of war. ‘The royal tribe disdains 
to engage in menial toils: the exploits of war, and 
the offices of religion and government are alone 
worthy of them. All these have beer subdued 
and captured in battle, and have purchased their 
lives at the price of their lives’ labour.” 

* But why,” said Zea, “whyvadd to their calamity 
the weight and the shame of chains? Should man 
ever forget when he deals with man, that he deals 
with a brother?—that he exercises his power on a 
creature of God? Surely the bonds of kindness 
and gratitude are the best bonds for things made 
of clay, subject to many pains and evils, and 
doomed to death;—surely they are bonds stronger 
than those of iron !" 

“Thou art right, noble damsel," said the 
monareh, glancing on her with surprise and 
pleasure; “they shall be free.” He halted his 
chariot, and a chief appeared at his side—*“ Pro- 
claim,” said the monarch, “the liberty of those 
tillers of the ground. Let them continue to cal- 
tivate the earth, but let their labours and their 
wages be those of free men.” 
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tion to powers of human beneficence. “Think 
wherefore God has brought thee hither !” 

At was an exciting and bewildering moment to a 
quick spirit like hers, and she felt its influence, 

But now they were approaching the city. Its 
walls, massy, and huge, and square, struck her 
with increasing awe and astonishment. It appeared 
a city built by giants, and caleulated to stand for 
ever, As they drew near, she beheld banners 
waving from those yast walls, and multitades of 
people thronging them, to desery their returning 
king. From the mighty gates which they ap- 
proached, came a codntless crowd; on horses, on ~ 
foot, in shining chariots, and in canopied cars borne 
by men. They came on with flapping: banners, | 
with the sounds af mingled musie. They inclosed 
the royal chariot like a flood, through whose yield= 
ing waves it slowly made its way; and when the 
innumerable people beheld that beautiful and 
crowned queen by the monarch's side, they sent — 
up a shout which rent the air, and died away only 
in the murmurs of a Iong-protracted thunder, 

The soul of Zea was in a whirling 
Amongst the innumerable proud dames of 
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music, the shouting throngs of people, awed her 
spirit into a silence of even painful wonder. How 
different was this scene fo the simple and rustic 
tents of her tribe! how different that great and 
awful palace at which the procession stayed; and 
up whose long ascent of steps Zea was borne in a 
splendid litter, by a cluster of obsequious attend- 
ants. She was here placed in a hall of strange 
magnificence, #8 the mistress of a palace, the queen 
of the greatest earthly empire, and served with 
silent homage, approaching to adoration, by a nu- 
merous suite. Well might it be to her like a 
dream, but it was a painful one, a heart-consuming 
dream. In the dwellings of the angels she had 
wondered and admired—for there everything was 
spiritual and ethereal—and there she felt herself 
in tho security of goodness—but here the splendour, 
the greatness, the vastness oppressed ber, for she 
felt their total unfitness for her simple nature, and 
she saw in their end perdition. But the monarch 
surprised her by a magnanimity in his behaviour 
more seducing than his splendour, and dangerous 
than his power;—he urged not his wishes—he 
exerted no compulsion for their completion. He 
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eternal existence, And what was all this cum- 
brous splendour, this regal captivity, even to ane 
unrestrained walk through the wild woods of 
nature—all the influences of heaven and earth 
stirring in her bosom! 

“Is not this a fair lot?” said the monarch, as 
they sate beneath a spreading cedar by a garden 
fountain ; * is it not a goodly lot to be queen of a 
realm and a people like this? Thou wilt soon 

" forget the people thou hast left; thou wilt learn te 
rejoice in thy splendid being, and then will we 
celebrate our nuptials without a cloud. I would 
not that thon shouldst be called to marriage re~ 
Jjoicings, while thy heart yet broods anweaned 
from its home-ties.” 

Ob, noble prince,” said Zea, casting herself at 
his feet, “pardon me, pardon me! 1 ama simple 
maid of a pastoral tribe—I am all unfit for this 
greatness. I feel the nobility, I estimate the 
honour of thy offer; but my desires, my habits, my 
God, are not as thine. Let me, I pray, return to 
my own humble home once more;—why concernest 
thou thyself for one so poor and low? Let some 
far nobler maiden share with thee the glory so far 


above all other mortals |" 
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Pygarg; and thought, with a sighing soul, why 
troubleth he himself with me?” 

As they proceeded on their way, he again sent 
for her to his chariot; again accosted her with 
affable words, and pointed out the great objects af 
the kingdom through which they went. On the 
third day, they entered a tract of desolate hills — 
“ These,” he said, “are the hills whence the gold 
of Azbek is dwn.” In two days more, they 
beheld before them a wide land of fertile fields and 
peopled cities, “This,” said Pygurg, “is the - 
land of rebellion;” and soon they descried the 
hostile host stretched in a wide line before them. 
At the word of Pygarg, the trumpet spoke—the 
hosts rushed to battle; and what this moment 
seemed 80 fair a scene of warlike men and gleaming 
arms, in the next was one of flight and confusion. 
‘They went on ftom field to field, from town to 
town: before the face of Pygarg, the hosts of the 
enemy melted away like mist, and the citizens 
opened their gates to his armies. Thus they went 
through the plain-country, and again approached the 
hill, Here a small band of men, on fleet steeds, 
suddenly issued from them; and riding towards 
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subdued; here shall that wish be accomplished.” 
Zou, struck with a cold and foreboding terror, 
retired to the small apartment of the royal tent, 
which she had occupied on the first day of her cap- 
tivity. All the bitterness of that scene came back 
upon her, Again, as on that day, she lay on the 
ground, and called on heaven for help—help which , 
had been so wonderfully given her during her cup- 
tivity—the mighty being, held as a lion in a chain. 
Again she heard the sound of revelry, and the 
voice of the king, loud as with a spirit of wrathful 
vengeance, amid his wine. Again all was silent; 
and long after midnight, Pygarg entered her re- 
treat. The place seemed to have revived in him 
all its former impressions. He came flushed with 
his carouse—his glowing features strongly shewn 
by the flame of the torch which he bore, and cried, 
in tones of a snecring and inebriate triumph,— 
“ Where art thou, sorceress? Where art thou, at 
whose nod cities vanish? Where art thou, who 
thinkest to deceive with thy crafty wiles even me— 
the king!” 

Zea, who had started to her fect at his opproach, 
had drawn back as far as the tent would allow, and 
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dished it before his astonished sight. In the next 
moment, however, the fiendish smile relit his 
foatures,—he put awny her hand as he would that 
of an infant; and Zea, exhausted by the violent 
paroxysm, sunk back against the side of the tent. 
In the same moment, as she gave herself up for 
Jost, she beheld a tall, light form, stand beside the 
monarch ;—there was the flash of a weapon—the 
huge man rolled with a heavy groan to the earth; 
and with a strong arm she felt herself encircled, 
and borne from the tent. 

The sudden appearance of the figure; the instant 
destruction of the monarch; the manner of her 
conveyance from the place, impressed an imme- 
diate conviction on the bewildered mind of Zea, 
that her rescuer was a supernatural being, and she 
folt strongly disposed to believe that being Kad- 
miel, Whoever he was, he was a deliverer from 
present misery, and could scarcely therefore be 
other than a benevolent spirit, It was an opinion 
that induced her to give herself up to his guidance 
without anxiety. Onward, upward they went; they 
plunged into the deep shades of the forest. On- 
ward and onward they flew. The beams of morn- 
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been blasted by lightning—singed, scorched by 
eternal fires? Oh whence, blest Spirit—whence 
is this!” Z 

Kadmiel seemed for a moment, to shrink from 
the impassioned gaze of the maid; he looked down 
on the ground, as in silent sorrow: then said, “Why 
pausest thou, Zea, to mark my person in a moment 
like this? On the one hand, the grief of thy father 
calls thee; on the other, the terrible revenge of 
lawless enemies, warns thee to speed away. We 
have slain the great warrior-king; his host have, 
ere this, discovered his death, and will scour the 
country on all sides, to descry thee, his supposed 
destroyer. With furious denunciations will they 
rush forth; their vengeance will be horrible if they 
overtake thee; till we cross the distant mountains 
thou art not secure. Let us go. What thou seest 
in me is but the penalty of re-appearing on the 
earth, Since we are bade to vacate it—no one 
can appear to mortal eye but with a shattered 
glory. But fear not for me, I shall regain my 
splendour; and were it not so, could I leave thee 
to worse than death? But let us go !-—let us go!"" 
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delightful fragrance came softly upon her senses. 
But one object dimmed and deadened all this in 
her eyes, and filled her soul with an ever-deoponing 
pain,—it was the form of Kadmiel still travelling 
before her, dark as with the thunder-traces of 
Divine vengeance, and wrapped in his sorrowful 
silence, She beheld him now stop at intervals, and 
gather the choicest flowers as he went: suddenly 
he turned, and said with « tender tone, which yet 
had in it a sound of woe,—‘‘ Zea, gather of these 
flowers; we shal! need them.” Zea gathered them 
without question and without reply. They went 
on, The ancient and hoary trees grew now farther 
apart, and left a fair opening, in which stood, as 
it were, an altar of turf, which some ancient 
patriarch had raised in long-past days, and which, 
by the hand of nature, had been covered with green 
verdure and abundant flowers, which hung from its 
sides in heavy wreathes and masses, and ever 
threw their blossoming tresses fur around in the 
grass, “Behold! a beautiful object!” exclaimed 
the Spirit, “let us cast our tribute of flowers upon 
this ancient altar, in honour of the power which bas 


thus adorned it!"" 
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who teachést me to. pay homage to otler powers 
than God? Oh! were it not for’the love thou hust 
shewn me, in rescuing me from shame and death, 
now should I doubt thee; but I cannot doubt thee, 
therefore must I think that thou art willing to try — 
my faith, Thou wouldst know whether I be weak 
enough to be drawn by high example, to worship 
ought beside God! 1 tell thee then, to God alone 
is my homage paid—TI own no other object of 
worship.” 

“1 know not,” replied the Spirit, *whnt may 
have been thy thoughts, but thy act, which alone 
is the evidence for or against man, has been that 
of worship to the Queen-mother of flowers. And 
here let me unfold to thee a knowledge which 
thow hast not yet learned, and much and awful 
knowledge for thy acquirement lies beyond the 
boundaries of this planet. Above all spirits and 
all powers, is God. But throughout his infinite 
creations, there are other powers and spirits who 
work ; and their works are worthy of them, From 
God do they derive originally all their creative 
energy, but that energy do they possess, and have 
possessed for infinite ages; and numberless are 
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the prolific Demiurgie mind;—the earth became 
what it is; and God from his central throne has 
shined upon it. Many therefore are the spiritual 
powers which have here established their abodes; 
they delight to dwell amid the works of their hands; 
and why should we fear to grant to each his pecu- 
liar share of homage ?”” 

“ Kadmiel,” replied Zea, “my heart is sad. 
‘This is doctrine which neither our fathers have 
heard, nor we: nor hast thou or thy kindred angels 
hitherto opened of it, one glimpse to my mind, 
T would fain believe in, and trust in thee; but my 
heart goes not with thee in these matters, as it 
has heretofore gone with thee. My soul rebels 
against this homage; and didst thou not say to me, 
make thy heart thy sure oracle? I cannot Kad= 
miel! I cannot bow, exeept to God; and I deem 
that thou dost but prove me!” 

“ What I say to thee,” replied the spirit, “is 
true as the heavens are eternal! I prove thee not! 
—I deceive thee not!—but I open to thee yet 
wider views than have been given to thee and 
thy race. I lament to find thy soul is not capa~ 
cious enough to receive them.” 











OF ANGELS. 865 


“Let me die then!” cried Zea, with earnest 
3 “I can dic! but I cannot, will not, bow 
my knee to what I do not know!"" 

Dost thou know God !—that God whom thou 
so implicitly worshippest? Didst thou not bow at 
the feet of the warrior-ling ?—a man ?—a wicked 
man! And wilt thou not, to ensure thy sufety— 
thy father's happiness in his last days, do the same 
to far higher and more worthy natures?” 

*“T can bow to man, Kadmiel, and yield him 
the homage of a man; because I know his nature, 
and the nature of the obeisance demanded; but 1 
cannot bow to spiritual things, whose natures I 
do not know—do not comprehend the extent of 
worship which my act may signify.” 

“ But cannot my example satisfy thee? 1 know 
the nature of these powers, and can testify to thee, 
that blamelessly as it regards the Almighty, mayest 
thou yield them the homage due to them for their 
benefits wrought in the earth, But, come, our 
time is precious.” 

The Spirit sped forward, and Zea silently pur- 
sued; but her soul was ill at ease, and her heart 
more and more sundered itself from its confidence 
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for aid; and in his trust, determined to live or die. 
It was now noon. The sun rode high above the 
forest; the. flowers drooped at her feet on the 
sward; every voice of living creature was still; 
and the trees stood unrufiled by a breeze, and 
scarcely casting a shadow. Those trees too, ap- 
peared of the most remarkable size and age. Many 
a vast bough they stretched wide which would of 
themselres have been noble trees; many a huge 
branch lay mouldering on the ground; and the 
stupendous trunks, rugged and gashed and hoary, 
were rifted and hollow as with the decay of cen= 
turies. The Spirit had paused before one of an 
immense and gloomy amplitude, He stood as 
in wonder at its majesty. Zea drew near; he 
raised his arm, and pointing to the centre of the 
tree, where its giant branches separated and 
stretched away from its trunk, she beheld with 
amaze @ monstrous serpent. Its body, of many 
cubits in length, and of an enormous bulk, was 
coiled around the trunk, and round the lower 
region of the branches, in many an awful fold; 
and its countenance, in form that of a man, with 
eyes of a serene, but dreamy gravity, was fixed 
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“Once more, mortal maid,” said the Spirit, in 
an offended tone, “once more have I saved thee, 
J have sacrificed this ancient and venerable power 
to thy security, or thou hadst paid with death, the 
refusal of a trivial homage.” 

Zea made no reply. ‘This last act had entirely 
expelled every lingering belief that it might be 
Kadmiel. It is an evil and lying spirit,” she said 
within herself, who has assumed the form of Kad~ 
miel, and is permitted to try me. In God, in God 
who has even now shewn his presence, and de- 
feated his designs, will I trust. I cannot flee from 
him ;—1 will follow him, in faith that God will over- 
rule his designs, and bring me at last out of his 
hands.” 

They went on; the forest ceased; a wide and 
hoary wilderness spread before them, and a lofty 
range of wild mountains rose afar. It was evening 
when they reached their feet and began to ascend. 
‘The Spirit led the way with rapid and unwearying 
tread; and Zea still followed with unabating speed, 
but with n fatigued body, and a heart full of uncasy 
thoughts; they went onward, and upward; the 
mountain became steeper and steeper. Shedlooked 
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drawn back: but she again called to mind that 
there was no alternative,—she called on the name 
of God, and went in. 

It was a dark and blind paths the eye could dis~ 
cern nothing but the palpable, pitchy gloom. The 
Spirit held her by the hand, and went on as with 
a foot familiar with its rond. In a little time her 
vision began to catch faint hold of objects in the 
shadow. They grew more perceptible; and she 
seemed to behold colossal figures, whether living, 
‘or hewn from the rock she could not discern; but 
they appeared to bear, in various attitudes, the 
massy incumbent roof of mountain. Through the 
deep twilight of that subterranean course, they 
shewed in terrible vastness; some stooping their 
huge backs to the burden, while their straining 
muscles and distorted countenances betrayed the 
agony of intolerable oppression : others sustained 
their portion of the rock on their heads; others 
with mighty, upstretched arms, mecting from the 
opposite sides of that dark adytus; while others 
sate at intervals between, in profound repose. They 
went on between those enormous figures, far inte 
the interior of the mountain, when, at once, a yas 
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lesser spirits, who assisted in the toil of creation. 
Wide over the face of the world abound the lives 
of his formation, high in the air extend the traces 
of his dominion; and deep beneath this mountain 
spreads the cavernous gloom, out of which the 
mountain itself was heaved from the lower regions 
of the earth, There, inhabit vast creatures of 
terror, which can live only in the airless wilds of 
subterrancan darkness. ‘The angels of God have 
now left the world—the Demiurgus remains sole 
lord below. Let us pay our homage and pass on. 
Think not to escape from this mighty Power as 
from the serpent.” He seized her arm with « 
sudden grasp, and with a violence which she was 
unable to withstand, placed her in the circle of 
worshippers; he himself bowed his fuee to the floor, 
and a trumpet-note of triumph was heard. A 
shadowy shape appeared on each side of the dizzy 
maid, saying, “give honour to the mighty Demi- 
urgie lord!” The trumpet-tone changed from 
triumph to anger and vengeance. ‘The Spirit 
sprung up, and darting on Zea, who stood pale 
bat unbending, her soul fixed on the God of 
heaven for rescue or death, a glance of fire, whis- 
pered “ thon art lost!" 
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thou secured me from the tyranny of man, to 
deliver me over to the far worse tyranny of demons? 
‘The curse of that God whom’ thou hast abjured, 
light on thee, But Jeave me; 1 will seek my own 
place as I may!" 

The Spirit listened to the indignant words with 
@ patient but sorrowful aspect, and then firmly 
but with the tone of one who feels himself unjustly 
suspected and accused, replied, ‘Zea, I pardon 
thy anger, I will bear thy injurious accusations. 
Passions noble in their nature, but causelessly 
excited, have blinded thy better judgment. ‘There 
will come a time, when calm reflection will have 
its effect—till then farewell. When serene days 
shall permit thee to see the love which I have 
shewn, the deliverance I have wrought for thee 
from powers of dreadful influence, then wilt thou 
believe in Kadmiel and his truth.” 

“Ido, Ido!” replied Zea, “but thou art not 
Kadmiel; depart I beseech thee from me."” 

“There,” said the Spirit, “are the tents of thy 
tribe; go thou on. I will follow at a distance: £ 
desire not to intrude on thy presence, I desire 
only to see thee safe in thy father's abode.” 
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could surely pronounce them her own people. 
The sounds that came from the encampment,—a 
voice calling to some distant person,—n song casit~ 
ally bursting forth, —childron Jaughing and cla- 
mouring in their play,—the very lowing of the 
cattle,—the bleating of sheep and goats, came upon 
ler car as familiar sounds. Hope! hope of deliver- 
ance, and regained home; all the gushing, melting 
affections of such a situation, stirred in her soul, 
and gave energy to her feet. She flew rather than 
ran. But now, a dimness,—a growing yapour,—a 
thick cloud fell upon the plain, Was it that her 
eyes,her spirit failed her, from the excess of past 
fatigues and troubles, and present expectation? 
No; it was a real, external gloom. It deepened— 
it spread around her. At once came the sound, as 
of many feet, many volces;—the Spirit stood once 
more at her side ! 

“Thy enemies are upon thee, mortal maid! 
Thou wilt not suffer me to defend thee; but at 
least, take this dagger, and:sell thy life rather than 
thy honour !* 

Zea snatched the weapon in her sudden alarm, 
which overtook her with more subduing effect in 
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as seemed to proclaim the aberration of her intol- 
lect, or the existence of fearful events connected 
with her absence and singular return, of which 
they could form no probable conception; and for a 
knowledge of which they must await the returning 
hour of consciousness. Many had been the mar- 
vellings of the whole community at her sudden 
disappearance + and when they were campelled to 
make a hasty flight at the news of the approaching 
invaders; for in this the spirit had declared the 
truth, they had set out with aching hearts, deeming 
that they should see her no more. Her futher, in 
particular, seemed utterly crushed by this unlooked- 
for aud inexplicable misery. Through the whole 
flight, he had lingered in the rear, continually 
gazing backward, in the hope, faint, yet not to be 
plucked from his soul but by the most absolute 
certainty, that she might yet appear. Day and 
night he sate at the doot of his tent, which he had 
caused to be pitched at a distance from the rest, 
that he might command a view of the whole plain, 
silent and motionless as 4 statue; with adespairing, 
and yet not despairing, but rather maniac hope, 
that he might yet descry her beloved form appear 
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to time, moistened her lips with water, and watched 
with profoundest attention, every motion of her 
frame and countenance, It was long ere she 
manifested any symptom of returning power of 
mind or body; and when at length she opened her 
eyes, and beheld her father’s face stooped to hors, 
and his gaze fixed anxiously upon her, she clasped 
his neck, and wept long and silently. Yet days 
passed before the old man encouraged her to un- 
fold the causes of her absence —days which he 
employed in soothing and restoring her exhausted 
spirit and frame, to strength and equanimity; and 
from day to day, he dismissed the host of inquirers, 
with the sole words:—* patience! patience, my 
children !” 

But at length as Zea awoke from a refreshing 
sleep, she beheld her father seated, with a sorrow= 
ful and thoughtful air, in the middle of the tent; 
and she raised herself, and said,—* What aileth 
thee, father?" 

The old man looked up; and arising, he came 
and seated himself by the bed, and said,—* My 
child, Iam troubled. I have been but in trouble 
since the day that I came hither; but I would not 
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it ia graven so as to represent a woman in the 
whole, but in parts a pile-work of almost every 
animal that lives upon the earth. The heads of 
oxen, rams, lions, dogs, stags, and of men, enclose 
the form; the head is crowned with a triple tower, 
the neck is adorned with heavy strings of pearls: 
hor manifold bosom offers nourishment to innumer- i 
able children, Thus have their perverted imagi- 
nations attempted to depict all-prolific nature, and 
their blinded hearts have bowed down to a miser- 
able representation of the visible world, and lost 
sight of Him who made it, Could it have been 
believed that men could become so base and stupid? 
—but oh, my child, could it have been believed, 
that any of our people could be seduced into se 
vile an idolatry? Yet it is so. The priests of the 
goddess, if they be not rather demons in the shape 
of men, come to and fro with smiling faces and 
pernicious tongues: the contagion begins to spread 
—and one! one danghter is lost!" 

“ Who? who?” exclaimed Zea, springing up in 
the bed with an emotion that startled and alarmed 
the old man. 

“ Bo calm, my child, be calm," he said, laying 
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father! Let us go forth to the people. I have 
somewhat to tell them of these things.” 

‘The old man, struck with a silent astonishment, 
stood still and gazed upon her for a short spnee; 
but he offered no resistance to the desire of bis 
daughter, who arose from the eouch, made haste 
with feeble limbs and trembling hands to army 
herself; and leaning upon her father’s arm, they 
went out. 

‘The old man led her to a green mound beneath 
a stately palm-tree, where she sate down while he 
went and called the people, They came hurrying 
in numbers at the summons, and gathered round 
the maid in wonder, not less at what this could 
mean, than at the pale and wasted form of the lost 
and found one. The greater part of the whole 
camp had speedily gathered about her, and Zea in 
a fooble voice began to relate to them the wonders 
she had seen, the trials and temptations she had 
passed through, As she went on, seeming. to 
gather strength from her narrative, the whole mul- 
titude stood in the profoundest silence of curiosity 
and amaze; but when she suggested that the same 
evil spirit which had so sorely beset her, was one 
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weeping wx he stood. When he heard the words 
of Zea; when he saw the virtuous wrath of his 
people; when he beheld them thronging round his 
daughter, young and old, with tears and embraces 
and blessings, he could no longer contain himself. 
Much the good man wept over the evils that had 
assailed his child—much, but with tears of joy, 
over the firmness and nobility of her faith. “Thou 
hast done well, my child,’ he said,—* thou art a 
worthy daughter of the ancient line of Seth. Few 
have in these days, stood so nobly for the God of 
the whole earth.” 

He led her back amidst the affectionate pressure 
and overflowing souls of his neighbours to his tent. 
All night he and Zea, full of the spirit of agitation 
which she had thus scattered like fire amongst the 
whole people, sate and conversed on these absorb- 
ing concerns, and scarcely had the day given its 
first warning in the east, when they heard the com- 
motion in the camp, and the old man prepared to 
go forth, Even then they heard the sound of 
gathering multitudes. ‘They rushed out, and 
beheld the whole people passing to the assault. 
They were led by a youth—a stranger youth, 
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eyes: he roused by his fiendish eloquence his fol- 
lowers to madness, and with dreadful eries the 
combatants rushed together. ‘There was instantly 
a scene of universal fury and confusion,—men 
struggling with men—men striking at the lives of 
men, Amongst the trees of the grove were 
groups fighting desperately; bodies, living and 
dead, plunged into the waters of a silent lake thar 
slept, overshadowed by the gloom of the grave, and 
the tinge of blood rose strongly from its sullen 
depths, The cries of pursuers and pursued rung 
on all sides, but about the temple itself the battle 
concentrated. There all was clamour, and terrible 
fury, ‘The edifice was built of cedar, with pillars 
of chittim wood ;—its large portal was the only 
place of entrance, and that was defended by a 
knot of desperate men, who appeared as im 
moveable as the fabric itself. But what power 
could defend it agninst such an exeited host ax 
assailed it? They hewed at its timber walls with 
bars and axes; numbers climbed up its pillars, and 
swarmed upon its roof, attempting to rend away 
its covering of shingles, and to gain admittance 
there; but presently there came blazing arrows 
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folds of her garments were seen also bordered with 
curling flame Zea, bursting from the torpidity of 
terror, sprang forward to clasp the terrified fugitive, 
and to extinguish the fire, when a dark form rose 
suddenly from the earth between them, and touch- 
ing ,the forehead of Sephiroth, exclaimed—* thou 
art mine!"? At that touch, the ill-fated damsel 
gave one convulsive start, and fell a blackened 
corpse upon the earth, The exulting fiend turned 
towards Zea, who stood gazing in powerless asto~ 
nishment at the scene, and cried—* thou, too, art 
mine! The Queen-mother of flowers claims thee 
as her votary:” and as he touched her forehead, a 
sharp and fiery pang passed through her, and she 
felt her soul fainting from her frame. 

“She is mine!” exclaimed another, and a 
familiar voice. One arm supported the sinking 
maid—a cool hand passed across her brow, and the 
dying creature looked up, and beheld the eyes of 
Kadmiel fixed on her in tender admiration, “She 
is mine, wretched Spirit," he added, striking the 
dark form which yet lingered near; and at his 
touch, the evil-spirit rolled away at his feet like a 
black cloud, in which his fiendish eyes flashed like 
passing lightnings, and disappeared. 
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Happy, happy doc! 
Loved below, desired above ; 


In life, in death enshrined in love: 
Bright on earth, and brighter where 
Every soul is fair, 


Sister, sister, joy ! 
On the wings of youth upborne, 
‘Through the regions of the morn ; 
Gladnows, glory go with thee ; 

To eternity ! 


CUORUE OF OLD MEK. 
Daughter, thou art fled ; 
But we linger, faint aud old, 
Till the bright earth waxeth cold ; 
Till the dew in all exhaled ; 
Till the bloom hath failed. 


Daughter, blest art thou ! 

Where the earth's first bright anes trod, 

“Thoro wo find the burial vod : 

‘The dwellings of the patriarchs stand 
In a desert land f 


Happy is thy doom ! 

Ours is, here to stand and mark 

How the lights of life grow dark ; 

How the loved ones drop away— 
‘And feel the soul decay. 


Doughter, daughter, joy! 

None of all theso itis are thine, 

Thou shalt not in tears repine ; 

Spent in frame, wud spent in heart, 
And unwept depart? 








